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PREFACE. 



To THE BeADEIU 

In "The Novitiate" was exhibited the Jesuit in 
trcdrmg. The present work is to display the Jemt 
in action. 

The Jesuit's " end" is the conquest of a soul, and 
all its contingences : his '* means " are every motive* 
power that can influence the human heart. 

The Jesuit is impelled by a self-idea: but his 
selfishness is not the littleness of common men. 
It is something preternatural. It scorns the petty 
motives of other men, and seeks to rival Provi- 
dence in its comprehensive grasp. It is a mortal's 
infinitude. 

To the Jesuit all things are " indifferent," except 
the " end" he has in view. That " end" of 
his endearours may, with certain modifications, 
be common to the leaders of all professing Chris- 
tians: but the main characteristic of the Jesuit 
is his tenacity of purpose — his determination to 

compass his "end" by all the means which he 

a 



VI PREFACE. 

believes the God of his cause ojffers for his ap- 
pliance. For it were absurd to suppose that the 
Jesuits are not sincere in their desire to prose- 
lytize the world. They are sincere, — preterna- 
turally earnest in this determination. 

But their " means'* — their method — ^their modus 
operandi strike us with dismay. And yet, could we 
enter into aU their modes of reasoning, we might 
be compelled to justify their "means." This is 
impossible : — hence we are not Jesuits. 

But whence that energetic tenacity of the Jesuit ? 
How is it that he exceeds all his competitors in the 
strength of his will : hb yearning to gain a prose- 
lyte ? We must find the answer in his protracted 
training: years and years indefatigably spent in 
acquiring knowledge of a peculiar kind — in pre- 
paring himself, by all the multitudinous exercises 
of his spiritual gymnastics : during all which time 
he has had but one object before his eyes — the 
great " end" of all his toil and trouble. 

Is not this enough to effectuate in him a habit- 
will — a preternatural self-system, whose heart, 
" blind obedience to his superior," shall vigorously 
beat at the word of command ? 

Now with this gigantic will to effect his " end," 
how plausibly does he satisfy his conscience with 
the "inspiration" that He who made all things, 
made them for an end — that end himself: hence 
the Jesuits use all things to bring all to God — 
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after their own mode. Hence they work on the 
passions hy the passions: hence they operate on 
the weaknesses of men by the weaknesses of men : 
hence all human woe or joy, pleasure or pain, 
are things purely " indifferent" in themselves : but, 
as means, they become of the first importance. 

A glance at society in general, discovers similar 
principles influencing the conduct of men, in parti- 
cular circumstances : but no attempt is made to 
justify the " means" by " the end" in view : if men 
are immoral, they are convicted by conscience, by 
the law of the land, by Christian morality. The 
Jeisuits take a step in advance. 

There is not a crime which is not directly, or by 
implication, permitted or palliated by their casuists, 
with certain specious conditions or mystifications. 
Surely if man sins by propensity and temptation, 
it is more than dangerous to supply him with seem- 
ingly good motives for his evil deeds. It is the 
intention which is to qualify' an action: intentio enim 
discermt actionemy says the Jesuit Filliucins.* In 
other words, you have but to impress your mind 
with the idea that you wish "to fulfil all justice," 
and then break the commandments; you may 
"believe like angels, and sin like devils!" 

Perjury, fraud, equivocation, falsehood in all its 
ramifications ; murder and violence, and things not 

• Quest. Moral. Tract, xxy. c. 11, n, 331. 
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to be named : these are the crimes which we see 
permitted by the Jesuit-moralists, when deemed 
" expedient" — cum eis visum fuerit expedire* Ample 
quotations were given in " The Novitiate i" Suarez, 
Sanchez, Reginald, Lessius, Fabri, Lacroiz, Busem- 
baum, Taberna, De Castro Palao, &c., all accre* 
dited Jesuits, may be referred to, in proof of this 
convenient and seemingly expedient morality.f 

Meanwhile, the modern Jesuits are solemnly in 
earnest. The ''end in view" glimmers in the dis* 
tance, like the blaze of the shark at night, when he 
splashes on the phosphorescent waves of a tropical 
sea. They justify themselves to their consciences; 
and, after their own way, are the devoutest of men. 
They will talk divimty most divinely; morality 
most morally; and, unless you remember the 
Covenanters of old, you will exclaim in your 
heart's simplicity, '' Your Jesuits are really most 
devout." 

But was not that bewitching accomplishment 
thoroughly learned in the Novitiate? Is not the 
heart there blinded — and in its utter blindness, 
fashioned into the requisite shape by Holy Obe- 
dience? . • • • 

Still, let us wonder at the personal and moral 
sacrifices which these men have made to accomplish 

* Escobar, Lib. Theol. Moral., Svo. Lngd. 1659, in Prof. 
t The English reader will find ample information on this subject 
in a work entitled << The Principles of the Jesoits." Ri?ington. 
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their ^' ends." They became Brahmins and Pariahs 
in India, in order to ** ingraft" (such is the significant 
expression of the Jesuit Cahour) — ^in order to ingraft 
their curious bud of Christianity on Paganism. 
Ds' NoBiLi, John de Britto, Beschi, and others 
have immortalized themselves as Jesuit Brahmins. 
How triumphantly does Father Cahour, a living 
Jesuit, translate the original narrative respecting 
these worthies ! 

^' When," says he, " the Indian Brahmins beheld 
the European Brahmin dressed like themselves, 
speaking as well as themselves, resembling them in 
every feature, from the tuft of hair at the top of 
his shaved head, down to the socks or clogs^ in 
which he moved with ease, despite the goading peg 
of wood by which they were held to the feet, — all 
were eager to see and hear him. Still there re* 
mained doubts respecting his titles of nobility. He 
produced toitxesses^ and stoore that he wcis from an 
ilhutriofUiS caste. The document was prepared ; and 
the Boman Brahmin, juridically recognised, received 
the name of Tatouva Podogar Souami : that is to 
say, * the man who has passed master in the twenty- 
five or ninety-six quaUties proper to the true sage.' "* 

But to come nearer home — ^nearer the times in 
which we live. Georqe Gobat, a Jesuit, relates 
the following anecdote : — 

" A merchant who had been given over by his 

* Cahour — Dea J^\tt»t Part II. p. 159. 
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physicians, desired that a Lutheran priest might be 
summoned to attend him. But his servants brought 
a Catholic He had no sooner arrived than he began 
to praise some of the excellences of Luther; for inr the 
very devil himself some natural good qualities are to be 
found — in ipsomet dcemone sunt aliqua bona naturalia. 
He secured the attention of the sick man, instructed 
him in the Catholic religion, heard his confession, 
administered the communion, and even to his latest 
breath exhorted him to acts of contrition. This 
merchant believed indeed that he was confessing to 
a Lutheran priest : for auricular confession, as Lu- 
ther rightly, though contemptuously calls it, still 
prevails in many towns among the Lutherans ; yet, 
in fact, he was only a Lutheran materially. Hence 
the deception in regard to the person of the con- 
fessor did not vitiate theiconfession."* 

The Jesuit's appliance of such and similar means 
. — all in accordance with their "licenced and ap- 
proved" casuistry, is the burthen of the narrative 
now offered to the world. It will be seen throughout 
that the Jesuits are perfectly in earnest. The 
Jesuits will be the first to recognise the fidelity of 
the pictures; though, of course, the last to make 
the acknowledgment. 

The hero of the narrative is Jesuitism, as Satan 
is that of "Paradise Lost," The principal per- 

* G. Gobat, Op. Moral, torn I. tr. 7, cad. 19, n. 619. Duaci, 

A.D. 1700. 
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sonage of the story is not a "hero" in the usual 
acceptation of the term. 

Power and weakness, vigilant foes and undefended 
outposts, — such is the picture of the times in which 
we live, attempted in this narrative. 

It is usual to describe a character, and then write 
up to the description. A contrary method is pur- 
sued in the present work. First impressions are 
described, or permitted to be made; but, as in 
society, the characters are left to attest, or belie, or 
correct those first impressions on further acquain- 
tance. 

To say that the " fiction" is " founded on fact" 
were to debit a very trite common-place : the reader 
will judge for himself from the heartfulness with 
which his friend, the author, has achieved his enter- 
prise. 

It has been his object throughout to avoid useless 
details, and obvious reflections ; conscious, as he 
is, that the hearts whose sympathies he craves, 
need but prominent facts to arouse their generous 
emotions. 

He is prepared for misrepresentation, and shrinks 
not from the ordeal, — animated by the hope that 
his book may do good service, by pointing out the 
awful efifects of Jesuitism in its disregard for human 
suffering ; by exhibiting the wiles and tricks of pro- 
pagandism — in fact, " The very age and body of the 
time, his form and pressure." 
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His work IS suggestive : his object is to enlighten 
mankind on the mystery of " conversions." 

To the Jesuits, he believes, he has done ample 
justice: they will be found true to themselves on 
every occasion. 

la conclusion, his sweetest hope is that many a 
gentle heart will find in him a sympathizing friend 
and defender. 

ANDEEW STEINMETZ. 



Garden Cottage, 
Fakmham^ Noffolk, Feh. 1847. 
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PART I. 

THE PLOT. 

K. Hbk. So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf; 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife : — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act ? 

Henrt VI. Act T. Scene vi. 



CHAPTER I. 

A DISCUSSION. 

"But what reasonable objection can you make to 
the proposal ?" said Mr. Devigne, addressing Mrs. 
Malcolm, his elderly sister. 

"Objection? Every objection that religion and 
prudence can suggest." 

" Keligion ! Prudence ! Really I cannot con- 
ceive what they can object against my son's travel- 
ling on the continent. It seems to me that both 
religion and prudence demand that a change for 
the better should be effected in him ; and this, I 
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2 A PATIENT MAN. ^ 

think — nay, I am certain — will be brought about by 
travelling. For the last three years I have observed 
in Leonard, a morbid sensibility — a sort of senti- 
mentalism ; equally opposed, as I take it, to what 
even you understand by religion and prudence. If 
you think my opinion worthless, be satisfied with 
that of his tutor, who strongly advises the step." 

" His tutor, forsooth 1" 

This exclamation suspended the discussion for a, 
moment. Mrs. Malcolm's sarcastic irony was not 
without eflTect on her brother. He rejoined : — 

"Do you know, sister, your pointed dislike to 
Mr. Bainbridge is less excusable than your religious 
alarms ? I cannot account for it/' 

" Nor I, brothel*." 

" From the very first you showed him little 
favour : you have been at times positively uncivil to 
him ; and yet he has neither resented, nor com- 
plained of your treatment. He has given you some 
rare lessons of patience, allow me to observe, sister! 
I never saw two persons so successful in their re- 
spective determinations — you to try his tempei^ in 
every possible way, and he * to possess his soul in 
patience,' to borrow your favourite sentence. You 
have both succeeded ; but all will allow the greater 
praise to Mr. Bainbridge. His ' long sufifering' ii 
truly wonderful; but his 'soft word' cannot, it 
seems, turn away the wrath of a Woman. Why 
don't you fulfil the Scriptures, if you won't practise 
charity ?*' 

" A truce to this irreverent bantering ! Bemem- 
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ber, brother, that yoa mock not me^ bat Him who 
imspired those words which yoa profane/' 

" Well, well ; I stand corrected. Bat really, I 
am, and haye been, yery corioas to discoyer the 
cause of yoar antipathy. How is it that eyery body 
else esteems the man ? A fayonrite with aU who 
know him : one of those rare men who haye dis- 
coyered the art of pleasing — who are bom to make 
others happy; and in that falfilment to be happy 
themselyes." 

*' Mr. Bainbridge is obliged to yoa for a * chsr 
racter.' " 

" Bat what can you say against it ? Take him ia 
detail — analyze him — and state yoor objectiona. 
His politeness is proyerbial — " 

** I admit i^-" 

" His conduct strictly moral — " 

" So it would appeur — ^' 

*^ He is open, generous, sincere — " 

« Striking resemblances, I grant-" 

** His learning immense — '* 

" Doubtless—" 

** Again, his personal appearance is decidedly 
fayourable : you were yourself struck with it, you 
remember ; and allow me to remind you that you 
said a yery kind word to him in the first interyiew/* 

'^Yes! the hearts of the old as well as the 
young, may be surprised: but the former are 
sooner re-established. Mine was surprised: it is 
re-established. It is the yery perfection which he 
displays, that makes me dread the man. He is 

B 2 
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unnaturally captivating. In the tones of his voice, 
constantly varying — firm when speaking to men, 
soft to women, pleasing to all ; adapted to all with 
wonderful skill — in all these traits I detect a self- 
possession, — a power that all the faculties of his 
mind have been enlisted to acquire, and that, too, 
with some mighty object in view. Oh ! I have read 
enough — I know enough — of Romish arts to make 
me fear the wolf in sheep's clothing." 

"Oh! — wonderful! — the truth is out at last! 
So you fancy that Mr. Bainbridge is a Jestdt in 
disguise! Truly your reasons are most fantastic. 
But surely 'tis not to me you would debit the 
absurd rumours of fanaticism about the existence of 
such disguises. If you have no better reasons than 
these for your antipathy, I will answer for their 
absurdity in the case of Mr. Bainbridge at least." 

" Oh ! I do not give reasons — I cannot give 
reasons in this case. 'Tis my heart — a mother's 
heart — trembling at the presentiment of peril, like 
the defenceless lamb when the tiger, unseen, is 
lurking at hand." 

"Peril?" what can you mean? Explain your- 
self." 

" Of what avail will be my explanation ? To you 
it will be * fantastic,' * absurd,' * illiberal,' as usual. 
You would reward my anxiety for your son with 
scorn, which, I feel, it does not deserve. I will 
only ask you one question : Are you sure that Mr. 
Bainbridge is what he professes to be — a clergyman 
of the Church of England ?" 
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" Sure ? How preposterous ! Yes, — quite sure : 
and if he were not, he deserves to be one. I wish 
there were more like him. More like Aitw, and 
fewer fanatics — whiners of Bible-texts — outrageous 
sticklers of exclusive opinions, yet faggot in hand 
against all who di£Per with them in interpretations 
wisely left open to the human mind : cuirassed in 
egotism, yet preaching charity sermons — Self-* 
seekers, who find it to their purpose to make 
religion a terror, faith a bugbear; and, reversing 
the divine work, strive to make for our adoration a 
god after their own perverse propensities — after 
their own hearts !" 

" Mercy ! my dear brother. Whose portrait have 
you drawn?" 

"That of your fanatics — and not that of Mr. 
Bainbridge, I am happy to say." 

" Brother ; again I ask you, are you sure that he 
is a Protestant clergyman ?" 

''And you'd have me repeat the same answer 
for ever? Did he not offer me numerous testi- 
monials in your presence ?" 

" Yes ; but you did not take them. You were too 
fascinated by the man's address and talk to examine 
them. You politely refused his offer. I was on the 
point of taking them, but, rising to do so, my hand- 
kerchief fell ; he stooped to pick it up, and in doing 
so, returned his " testimonials" into his pocket. I 
deeply regret that I was weak enough to suppress 
the wish, baffled by his ' politeness.' " 

" How unutterably absurd ! And you have 
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treasured up these suspicions for three long years ; 
contenting yourself with showing him a marked cold- 
ness of manner, which I attributed to a pardonable 
jealousy of his influence with Leonard." 

" Brother, you are right : I have waited for proof. 
I have watched the object of my suspicion : I have 
watched him narrowly ; and have been foiled at every 
point. In my utter despair of being able to detect 
him — for I believe him fake, — I say this very un- 
surprisable vigilance of the man has confirmed my 
suspicions." 

" Upon my word you are a very polypus of per- 
verseness ! There 's no escaping you. You believe 
the man guilty because you have discovered no 
proof of his guilt. This may be uncommonly good 
prejudice, but allow me to observe, 'tis uncommonly 
bad law." 

*' Oh ! a mother's heart cannot err in its instincts. 
By these intuitive instincts has God guaranteed the 
wellbeing of those who need a guide in their utter 
helplessness. Man, with all his boasted intellect, 
is often confounded. To whom shall woman fly for 
counsel, if God speak not to her heart ? Yes ; my 
heart tells me that the destiny of my nephew is 
about to be decided. Alas I you will let him stray 
without a guide into the land of the prowlers, — ^into 
the very den of the prey-beast, whose food is such as 
my poor nephew : the hungry tiger of corruption, 
that lurks in darkness to spring upon the weak in 
mind, the unwary, the undefended. Am I not a 
suflerer, — a bereaved mother ?" 
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"Yes, yes. You allude to your son eternally; 
but it does not follow because he turned Papist, that 
Leonard will follow bis example." 

" It do69 not follow, I admit ; but of what use is 
experienoe, if w^ expose ourselves to the same cause 
from which we have suffered ? Ah ! you p^re right j 
I do allude to my son. Take, then, a mother's! 
warning, Two youths could not be more alike 
in disposition than Donald and Leonard, — I mea^ 
when Ponald was my son. The same sensibility 
perpetually excited by a taste for all that the spirit 
of sadness broods upon ; a self-tormenting, godless, 
irrational discontent, — a life of inner darkness, 
which even the natural light of .dav. so beantifnl 

ought to shame away. Donald had mind : he had 
heart; but they were not in his keeping : a spirit of 
darkness possessed them : his eyes were not opened 
to the light of the Gospel day. 

'' His father was dissatisfied, and sent him to 
travel ; thinking, like you, that seeing sights would 
cure him. But what happened ? — lie turned Papist I 
He wrote me a long letter, setting forth his motives, 
and even urging wi^,— m^, the descendant of Pierre 
Devigne, driven into exile by the revocation of that 
edict which scattered forty thousand Protestant 
families over the world, fleeing from the oppres- 
sion of Rome ; — Donald, the son of my own 
breast, insulted his mother with the sophistries of 
Rome, — seduced, perverted, ruined by the pitiless 
Moloch I 

" I replied to his letter : which I strongly suspected 
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was not written by Donald; for my son had been 
always aflFeetionate, whereas the letter was formal, 
cold, repulsive, — a disgusting clap-trap dissertation. 
I commanded him to return to me. I received no 
reply. Letter after letter went in vain. His father 
left Scotland, resolved to assert bis authority, and 
compel him to return. He reached Rome, went to 
the house to which he was directed, but they told 
my husband that no such person was there : all his 
inquiries came to nought. He wrote me word 
that Donald was not to be found : he feared they 
had sent him away ! 

" My poor husband caught the fever at Rome, 
and died there. Son and husband both taken from 
me by the same cause ! Can you then wonder that 
the spiritual death of my son, and the loss of my 
husband, have made me what I am, and haveu been, 
for the twenty years that have elapsed since then, — 
an enemy to Popery, and all its deceits?" 

" I feel for you, sister. Till now you have only 
alluded to that event: I never like to press the 
subject, evidently painful to your feelings. I grant 
that you have cause for indignant regret ; but I can 
see no danger in Leonard's case : it is a matter of 
nervousness — as I and Mr. Bainbridge take it to 
be, — a want of proper excitement, and certainly not 
a tendency to Romanism: which, by the way, he 
abhors almost as much as yourself. It 's the effect 
of home education ; which, like home-brewing, is 
only fit for very small beer. You would have me 
remove him from Eton, where he would have been 
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drilled into fortitude. I complied. You see the 
consequence." 

" You are then resolved to send him abroad with 
this man?" exclaimed Mrs. Malcolm, trembling 
with emotioD. 

" I am." 

The brother's reply seemed an echo, — so quick, 
short, and twitching was the word of final resolve. 
Who does not remember some such word — some 
such word of doom to the despairing heart? 

" Then I tell you, brother, the day will come " 

At this moment the door of the apartment 
opened, and a third party entered. The aunt dried 
her tears; but the mother's recollections were re- 
newed, and her anguish burst forth again when she 
beheld the mental image of her son in her nephew, 
devoted, as she believed, to the same sacrifice. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE FAMILY. 

The revocation of the Edict of Nantes gare this 
Protestant family to England. 

Pierre Devigne, the emigrant for conscience sake, 
originally an extensiye manufacturer^ had retired 
from business with an ample fortune. The greater 
part of his wealth was vested in the English funds. 
To the shores of England he fled from the land of 
intolerance. 

He purchased an estate in one of the southern 
counties, where he enjoyed to a good old age the 
rewards of his early industry, and died beloved and 
respected for his heart's uprightness and benevolence ; 
for, commiserating the lot of his poorer fellow- 
exiles, he had built factories and given them employ- 
ment. If his wealth was increased by this benevolent 
enterprise, it is only a proof that the human sym- 
pathies do not necessarily stand in the way of 
worldly advancement. The gains of selfishness are 
surely not more certain than the rewards of benefi- 
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cence, though they inay differ in their kind and 
duration. 

It might be inferred that the persecution which 
had driven this true Protestant from the land of his 
birth, caused to rankle in his breast a hatred of the 
creed in whose defence that measure was deemed 
expedient ; — ^that the self-tormenting passion would 
give him no rest whilst life and memory endured ; 
but such was not the case. His was one of those 
hearts which are emphatically self-restorers. He 
was thankful for present blessings, striving inces- 
santly to trace them even to past misfortunes. He 
remained true to his religion, and also true to his 
sympathising heart; and whilst he promoted the 
welfare of his religion in every possible way, he 
indulged his heart in all its glowing suggestions, for 
the good of our common humanity : thus, perhaps, 
he proved the divine influence — the reality of true 
religion. 

Such . was the great-grandfather of Leonard 
Devigne. It will be readily perceived that his 
&ther'B character, as shown in the discussion just 
given, was but an exaggeration of the simple features 
which marked that of his grandfather: for the 
deviations from any given type of character might 
be traced to their causes, if the candour of parents, 
and the individual, would endure the ordeal of 
inquiry. But facts only are here required, as in the 
world at large; where the thoughtless stare and 
wonder, but the wise calmly observe and draw 
conclusions. 
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Leonard Devigne, an only child, was in his 
twentieth year. His mother died in childbed ; and 
his aunt, Mrs. Malcolm, supplied the place of a 
tender, intelligent mother. 

Mrs. Malcolm was now a widow for the second 
time : her first husband, as the reader remembers, 
haying died at Rome, whilst in quest of his son. 

The bent of her mind — determined, perhaps, by 
her son's prerarication-was not diverted by a long 
residence in Scotland : for her first and second hus* 
bands were both Scotchmen. 

Mr, Devigne had objected to her first marriage ; 
a quarrel ensued ; the fiimilies neither met nor cor« 
responded. Hence, perhaps, the little interest that 
Mr. Devigne seems to take in the fate of Donald, 
his sister's son, alluded to in the discussion. The 
nephew had scarcely ever heard the name of his 
uncle : domestic feuds scorch up the memories of 
the heart. 

A reconciliation took place at the death of her 
husband; and Mrs. Malcolm continued to reside 
with her brother : with the exception of four years, 
during the life of her second husband, whose name 
she now bears. 

A settled horror of the Roman Catholic religion 
possessed her mind, and rankled in her breast. 
" The plots and designs of Popery" always made 
her eloquent and impressive, when she detected their 
workings (as she always did) in all parliamentary in* 
telligence that had the remotest reference to the 
Established Church and its prerogatives. To her 
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mind, the ruin of the Church was impending. Her 
argument would have had some e£Pect on others: on 
strangers ; but Mr. Devigne, a man who kept pacQ 
with the age and prided himself on his sagacity, 
invariably told his sister that she argued from false 
premises ; that she began with hatred, and ended 
with rancour ; and, " therefore," said he to her, 
" your arguments would do for the Inquisition or 
the Star Chamber, but not for the present age of en<p 
lightenment and liberality." It was the lady's mis* 
fortune to have been injured by Popery : hence she 
passed for an interested opponent; and as every* 
body could fancy what she would say, nobody cared 
for what she said : such is the march of intellect ! 
Tbe mother's allusion to the loss of her son would 
have'tQuched a stranger's heart; but Mr. Devigne 
had hear)^ the allusion so often, that it lost its power, 
and vanisWd unheeded : anticipated with certainty, 
and as certainly ibrgotten ! 

But, deeply read in divinity and church history, it 
was certainly excusable if Mrs. Malcolm's opinion^ 
were decided ; and having long out-lived the tender 
passions, it was natural that their substitute^ in 
woman — the sentiment of religion — should be in the 
ascendant. Beligion (need the term be defined?) 
was her passion ; and, therefore, she was sincere. 

Hence, the early education of her foster-child 
was strictly religious : perhaps severely so ; but the 
lady's motives were too good, or too strong, to 
admit of half-measures. Fearing to administer top 
little, some may say that she gave an over-dose* Of 
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course, this opinion will be hereafter expressed by 
those who " predict" a consequence after it has come 
to pass. 

The child's progress corresponded with the teacher's 
solicitude. As may be imagined, the leading idea of 
her mind tinged all her inculcations. The pictures 
she exhibited to the boy as representations of Popery, 
tended to excite his naturally strong imagination to 
greater development : it was said that he grew up 
in " fear and trembling ! '* 

This effect was simply s}rmpathetic : the natural 
authority of the teacher implied conformity in the 

pupil. 

Was there not danger in this ? The youth might 
subsequently, as his mind expanded, see reason to 
doubt the inculcations, which seemed to hare more 
of the exaggeration of passion than the conviction of 
judgment. One doubt leads to another : where will 
doubting end ? Should this doubt ever occur, the 
reaction will be equal to the morbid excitement kept 
alive by the opposite cause : a stumbling man makes 
an effort — a violent effort at self-adjustment : there 
is a gravitating force which the mind resists with 
equal vigour ; and the passions are not the least of 
its agents. Every one must be conscious of that 
indignation of tjie mind and the heart, at the dis- 
covery of having been deceived as to opinions or 
matters of fact Few are satisfied with merely cor- 
recting the error : the impulse, once given, must be 
arrested by other motives. 

Leonard was sent to Eton. His turn of mind 
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was now ill adapted for a public schooL Without 
self-confidence in manhood or childhood, the inter- 
course of our feilow-strttgglers in the world's pil* 
grimage is a constant source of suspicion, whose 
penalty is endless unrest and alarm. 

Mrs. Malcolm interfered. She requested his re« 
moral. The father held out : '^ the whims of the 
boy must be checked : his crotchets were not to be 
humoured." Leonard's health failed. He was taken 
from school, and soon recovered. 

Then Mrs. Malcolm obtained the doctor's opinion^ 
that the boy's constitution was unequal to the hard- 
ship of a public school : he even indulgently added 
'^^ if Master Leonard were sent back to school, he 
(the conscientious doctor) would not answer for con- 
sequences!" 

Mrs. Malcolm redoubled her entreaties : Mr* 
Devigne yielded. Perhaps his determined tone on 
the late occasion points to his conviction of having 
erred in yielding in the former. 

Mr. Devigne advertised for a tutor. Amongst 
the innumerable host of applicants that besieged his 
door, within a few hours of the publication — all 
equal to the task : all eager " to suit"— he selected 
a " moderate" clergyman of the Church of England, 
according to the terms of the advertisement. 

Mr. Devigne's sagacity exulted in having found 
the man who would counteract his sister's '^ fana- 
ticism." He saw at a glance, like all sagacious 
observers, that he had found his man. 

It was not " learning" that he required, in the 
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first instance ; nor " moral character," in the second ; 
nor "gentlemanly manners," in the third: and so 
forth down to the beggarly stipend of a footman* 
No: he wanted a "moderate" man — a "liberal- 
minded" man— neither a languishing saint nor a 
severe penitent — but a " moderate" man " to stem 
fanaticism" in his son : and " not over-dogmaticaL" 
The Bey. James Bainbridge united all the qualities 
which the advertiser did not^ and did require ; and 
we have had Mr. Devigne's testimony to this impor^* 
tant fact. 

The Bev. James Bainbridge was installed tutor to 
the heir of Ringwood Hall, in the county of . 

Leonard was tall and slender : but his was the 
slenderness of the poplar, graceful withal. If the 
idea of mental and inner rest was not suggested by 
the ever-changing position of his lower extremities, 
whilst seated, there was pride in his erect head, 
which, nevertheless, occasionally drooped, as though 
indicating that benevolence which bends to human 
woe. There was high bearing, there was haughti- 
ness in the quick mobility of his upper lip. Hid 
eyes, light hazel and brilliant, seldom ranged earth- 
ward; his glance habitually shunned the horizon: 
it rose upwards, like the thoughts of ambition. 

He seemed to be perpetually engrossed by 
thought ; but it was oftener the captivation of sen- 
timent: a feeling — an emotion. Beflection was 
easy, but sentiment was natural. The former was 
the result of study ; the latter was the ofl&pring of 
his peculiar disposition or early bent, or the influ- 
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ences that had warped his heart from childhood ; 
for if his disposition was not born with him, he owed 
it to the circumstances of his training, under his 
respected aunt, and still more respected tutor. It 
were needless to state that he was dutiful to both. 

To what but a generous and gushing nature shall 
we attribute that characteristic of the youth, which 
inspired love and won esteem, as often as occasion 
roused his heart's eloquence in behalf of suffering 
humanity ? 

If his supposed pride, occasional suUenness, haugh- 
tiness, and concentration of thought prejudiced you 
against him, that eloquence from its flood-gate 
would overwhelm the judgment — you felt persuaded 
that the man's ambition might be to do good. And 
whose is the heart that would not wish there were 
thousands of such aspirants in society, where mind, 
heart, and body, in the whirlpool of human wretched- 
ness, cry for a helping hand from man to man ? Such 
was the youth. 

For the rest, Leonard Devigne will describe him- 
self : he is the third party who suspended Mrs. Mal- 
colm's prediction. 
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CHAPTER III. 

JESUITISM. 

^* Leonard, I have made all arrangements -for your 
journey : you may start to-morrow," 

"To-morrow, brother! Why so precipitate? 
His wardrobe is not yet prepared." 

" I have made all arrangements, sister ; he is 
quite ready to start as soon as possible." 

" I trust, dear brother, that you have matured 
this perilous step." 

" Perilous ! — ^pshaw !" 

" And not one word have you spoken to me of the 
matter, before execution." 

" Why should I ? I think the step necessary. I 
knew you would object to it. I knew all your 
objections, and think them trivial, — absurd. Why 
fihould I expose myself to solicitations whose pes- 
tering continuance might wring from me the altera- 
tion of my purpose?" 

" And this is the return for all I have done ! I 
received the child from his dying mother — nursed 
him in infancy — ^was in all things a mother " 
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" Spare me, sister ! — spare me the implied accu- 
sation ! I am grateful for all you have so kindly 
done. I appreciate fully all that you have done ; 
hut, as a father, — as a man, permit me for once to 
act from my own free will and judgment in the case 
of a son whose welfare is certainly as dear to me as 
it can possibly be to you. The time will come when 
you will confess that I am right, depend upon it" 

" Never, brother — never ! I feel that my nephew, 
my child, my son, is on the road to destruction. 
The imps of darkness clap their hands as their prey 
approaches. Oh, God ! that I should have lived to 
see the day!" 

"Good heavens! Is it possible that such senti- 
ments can be called forth by so common an event as 
that of a youth travelling in search of recreation?" 

" Not thaty brother, — not thaty but the times in 
which we live — ^his character — his — his companion ! " 

" Oh ! sister, sister ! Leonard, I appeal to you. 
What are your sentiments respecting Bomanism ? 
Have you given your aunt, or any one else, the. 
remotest cause for suspicion on that score?" 

" I am not aware that I have, father," replied the 
youth, astonished at the sudden appeal. He con- 
tinued : — 

"On the contrary, I have learned to detest the 
false religion; and I detest it heartily. I haVe 
never heard a word in its fa-'our either from my 
aunt or my tutor; and I have sometimes been 
puzzled to reconcile some of your opinions with 
those which you permit me to hold." 

c2 



20 THE DANGER OF HUMAN LEARNIXG. 

"There! — now are you satisfied?" exclaimed Mr. 
Devigne, turning to his sister. 

" Donald would have said as much/' was the sad 
reply of the bereaved mother, 

Mr. Devigne hastily withdrew, leaving Mrs. 
Malcolm with Leonard. The lady dried her tears, 
and taking his hand, thus addressed her nephew :— - 

" Leonard, your trial is now come to pass : you 
are led into temptation ; let us pray that you be not 
delivered unto evil. Remember, oh ! treasure in 
your heart all good doctrine, — all that you learned 
up to the time when jrou left my hands to be exposed 
to temptation in a public school, and then to return 
home to be given over to a teacher whose only care 
is * to expand your mind,' careless of Gospel truth. 
To ^ expand your mind,' and shake the foundations 
of faith; supplying its place with a phantom of 
belief, unreal, most deceptive ! How pernicious is 
human learning ! — ^how deceitful ! It begins with 
pointing to God and Bevelation ; and when it has 
dazzled your eyes with its fair intentions, see how 
it leads you astray into the wilderness of doubt. 
Stumbling here, and stumbling there, asking your 
bewildered mind — * Is not this a contraldiction?' 
till at length, what is your mind but a well furnished 
mansion, without the tenant. Faith, to bless Him 
who furnished it so well? Is not this your con- 
dition, dear Leonard? Are you as simple-hearted 
as you used to be? Whence this brooding sadness 
that dims your features at times ? Of what are you 
discontented ? Why do you not confide in me, and 
let me share your trouble? You are silent. I 
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cannot do the . good I would do, nor prevent 
the evil I would avert! I submit to the will of 
Heaven! 

" How is it that your departure desolates my 
heart ? How is it that I tremble as at some coming 
peril? 

*'0h! strengthen your mind, — fence in your 
heart against the attack I Midian is before you; 
yon cannot turn aside. Put on the breast-plate of 
faith; — give battle, since you cannot avoid the 
unequal, desperate conflict ! 

" The enemy is fettered here; but when you leave 
these Protestant shores, remember that you tread 
over fearful mines and pitfalls. May the God who 
protected your fathers, driven into exile for their 
faith, protect and bring you back as true a Protes- 
tant as I hope you leave me !" 

Mrs. Malcolm ceased for a moment; and thus 
resumed :— 

"Your tutor goes with you. Better be alone 
than in the company of the wicked !" 

<< Wicked ! aunt. I know not what you mean. 
I am bewildered. From my father's words it seems 
that you think me* mclined to popery ; and now 
you warn me against Mr. Bainbridge, and dangers 
which I cannot imagine likely to assail my faith, 
firmly Protestant as it is, if you will take my word." 

" Leonard, I take your word ; but I tell yoa 
again, beware of your tutor." 

" May I ask, madam, why he must * beware of 
his tutor V " said the voice of one just entering tho 
apartment. It was Mr. Bainbridge. 
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Silence ensued ; the tutor and pupil gazing fixedly 
at the venerable lady. 

For an instant disconcerted, she recovered her 
self-possession, and returned the glance of the 
former with her large, bright, and steady eye, kin- 
dled into resentment, whilst she muttered in the 
under tone of passion : — 

" You, sir, can answer that question better than I." 

Mr. Bainbridge sighed, and turned his eyes up- 
wards to the ceiling. 

Mrs. Malcolm followed up the attack, apparently 
conscious of having disconcerted the enemy. 

" May I ask, sir, the cause of your unexpected 
intrusion ? " 

Mr. Bainbridge composed his features into their 
mildest expression, drew a chair, and seated himself 
right opposite the lady. He looked her blandly in 
the face, and said : — * 

" I must beg your pardon for intruding, dear 
Mrs. Malcolm ; but as I was just about to start on 
a farewell visit to my relatives, I ^hoped you would 
excuse the interruption, when you knew my object. 
I have lately been informed that a popish priest 
has been visiting the neighbourhood, striving to 
gain what they call * converts.' I have not seen the 
person myself; but have no reason to doubt the 
truth of the report. Popery is lurking in the very 
confines of the church." 

" You are right, sir, you are right. Perhaps I 
am mistaken in you," exclaimed Mrs. Malcolm, too 
easily flattered by a sentiment which coincided with 
her dominant idea. 
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" Yes," continued Mr, Bainbridge ; " Yes, Mrs. 
Malcolm, popery displays her seducing arts, entic- 
ing from the bosom of the church the guideless, the 
unstable, the infirm of our Protestant homes." 

These were almost Mrs. Malcolm's own words. 
She exclaimed : — 

"Ah! too true, too true; go on, sir; I fear I 
have wronged you." 

« Wronged me, madam !" 

" Go on, Mr. Bainbridge. At last I have found 
some one to agree with me on this momentous 
peril. Go on, sir." 

" Yes ; the emissaries of Rome are abroad — ^the 
terrible Jesuits creep and crawl, meditating destruc- 
tion. And mark here the last trick of the serpents ! 
They scatter abroad the pestilence of calumny 
against the true defenders of our Protestant faith. 
All who strive by all nteans to meet them in 
their own ground, with their own weapons, that is, 
with learning, meekness, and good address, are re- 
ported by these execrable Jesuits, to be — what? 
Jesuits in disguise! Yes, madam, / have been pointed 
out by these enemies of our faith, as a Jesuit in 
disguise ! 

" But what is the calumny of men against the 
testimony of conscience? Why should we eschew 
good through fear of misrepresentation ? Does not 
the Apostle enjoin us to make ourselves all things 
to all men, with the hope of winning them to God ? 
I need not remind you, Mrs. Malcolm, of the scrip- 
ture text." 

"'Tis in the first epistle to the Corinthians, 
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ninth chapter, and twenty-second verse ; ' I am made 
all things to all men, that I might by all means save 
some :' " said the poor lady, readily and with so- 
lemnity ; nor was it difficult to perceive that she 
was glad of the opportunity to show that she had 
read her Bible with care and attention. If men are 
Mattered by being led into a quotation, why not 
women ? Mr. Bainbridge resumed :— 

" Thus endeavouring to use all means in order to 
promote salvation among men — to render our holy 
eligion attractive in their eyes — sanctifying, so to 
speak, the weakness of nature in the service of the 
Lord, I have made myself not a few enemies, whom 
I forgive most heartily. For 't is excusable in the 
best of Christians to suspect evil in evil times" 

" How well you express my sentiments in that 
last sentence, Mr. Bainbridge. What you said 
before respecting ' the salictiiication of the weakness 
of our nature,' and so forth, is perhaps going rather 
too far to meet the enemy on his own ground, and 
with his own weapons ; but I admit the principle — 
the broad principle ; and you have worded my sen- 
timents most admirably. Why did you not express 
yourself thus candidly before ? " 

" Surely, dear madam, you know the reason," 

" Oh, yes ! My irreverent brother would have 
scoffed at you, as he does at me May Heaven 
lead him to a right mind !" 

" I am rejoiced to find that we are one in opinion, 
good madam. And now will you tell me the cause 
of your dislike to me — of your — ." 

" Let it rest, Mr. Bainbridge. I see my error. 
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I was carried away by a rash judgnoent. I have 
wronged you. I am frank to own my faults. I 
was wrong." 

"Enough, dear madam. Whatever may have 
been your error in my regard, it is more than cor- 
rected by your present approbation. I cannot ex- 
press the joy of my heart at the possession of that 
approval. The approval of the good and wise is 
the guarantee of supernal approbation : God speaks 
by the mouth of the good and wise • • . . • You 
have done me good^ dear madam. You have conr 
firmed me in good. Let that conviction be a source 
of comfort to you: from the evil, suspicion, you 
have brought forth good, that is, confirmation in 
rectitude. Your nephew too, my esteemed pupil, 
will also derive benefit from this explanation: for 
the fact cannot be concealed that — ^that — '* 

^^Yes, I admit that my conduct was calculated 
to prejudice him against you, his tutor ; and I am 
to blame. But I erred with a good motive, dear 
sir: the same motive will now make me your 
friend." 

" And I am right glad of it," shouted Mr. 
Devigne, who had entered ere the lady finished her 
sentence. " Bight glad of it, indeed. Well, I am 
rejoiced to find that you can listen to reason, sister. 
..... But it is the medicine of truth in the honey 
of persuasion," 

" My mind is partly relieved] of 'its burthen, 
Mr. Bainbridge. Still I cling to the thought of 
Leonard's danger in the land of Popery : but you 
will defend him." 
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" Oh ! he 's safe enough, sister. Believe me, if 
you take care of yourself the imps of Popery can't 
harm you : 't is our weakness that makes them 
strong," 

Perhaps it will be supposed that this triumph of 
Mr. Bainbridge has been too easy: but let the 
means be well considered; the strong appeals to 
the lady's ruling sentiment, to agree with which is 
the flattery the most effectual on the human heart. 
Persons of decided, headstrong opinions — such as 
Mrs. Malcolm — are rarely, • if ever convinced ; 
argument is powerless: but they are easily flat* 
tered into friendship when they find what seems 
to be a congenial sentiment; — ^for, how can they 
resist esteeming those who are wise enough to 
entertain the same sentiments with themselves? 
Moreover, there is much more in the expression 
than in the mere words of a flatterer ; his eyes, the 
muscles of his face, his mouth, the tones of his 
voice, become, as it were, magnetic, and the result 
is fascination. 

The reader may remember how Chesterfield gained 
a vote from a decided opponent, by humouring his 
hobby — ^which was the paramount efficacy of blood- 
letting in all diseases. The flatterer incidentally 
expatiated on the topic, — and ended with baring 
his arm. He lost a" pound of blood* — but gained 
the vote. 

Mr. Bainbridge immediately left Ringwood-hall 
" on a farewell visit to his relatives." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

TWO JESUITS. 

In the highest story, almost in the attic, of the 
venerable mansion which Providence has permitted 
to shelter the, sons of Ignatius, in England, was the 
Provincial's apartment. 

The walls were bare; a table, covered with green 
baize, stood in the centre ; two chairs there were,— 
one for the questioner, the other for the questioned : 
the Provincial's room is not for conversation. 

A portrait of Ignatius hung over the mantel- 
piece ; one of the Virgin Mary was opposite. In a 
comer of the room was an oaken desk, surmounted 
by a crucifix ; on the same side stood a four-post 
bed, of the commonest wood, hung with curtains of 
the coarsest material. The floor was not carpeted. 

The chairs are filled ; the lamp is burning ; you 
see two Jesuits ; — one'is the Provincial of England, 
the other is Father Powel, otherwise, the Rev. James 
Bcdnbridge. 

" How fares the holy work?" 

" 'T is perfected. Father." 
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" Per— fected ! . . ." 

The Provincial raised his eyes from their custody, 
and, with a bland smile mantling his pale cheeks, he 
peered in the face of his companion, articulating the 
words — 

"Per— feet— ed I" 

" The youth leaves England with me to-morrow 
evening." 

" Then you should have said, the work is begun : 
much yet is wanting to completion. But our prayers 
and efforts are so far blessed, God be praised! Bene- 
dicamus Domino ! What a field of vision is opened 
to us from this Pisgah ! When the father of the 
youth demanded a tutor for his son, we began to 
approach the mountain ; then we beg^n to mount ; 
now we have gained the top thereof — how splendid 
is the view ! How the prospect enlarges — spreads 
in length and breadth — it has no bounds. Bene- 
dicamus Domino I Well, His well. Now to the 
state of matters. State all that you know of the 
family, just as if you had never touched on the topic 
to me on any previous occasion. I wish now^ at 
this stage of the proceedings, to have a full, clear, 
substantial account, with ulterior views. I shall take 
notes. First, as to the youth." 

" The heir of Ringwood Hall will succeed to a 
fortune of five thousand a year." * 

* Mr. Bainbridge is here mistaken : Mr. Devigne's eztramgance 
suggested his computation. His real income was not more than half 
that sum, even at his father's death. Still the reader will bear in 
mind the expectations of the Jesuits. 
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"Entailed?" 

" Not entailed." 

"His age?" 
Nearly one-and-twenty. 
His form and figure?" 
Comely. 

" His talents ? 

" Of the first order. 

" His disposition?" 

" Gloomy — difficult to be understood — self-willed 
— proud — violent : thus at times ; as it were a fit, a 
paroxysm more physical than mental. It passes off, 
the youth is gentle, mild, affable, meek^ engaging." 

" How disposed as to the tender passion?" 

" Apparently innocent — modest — timid in the 
presence of women." 

" No natural bias whence you conclude an incli- 
nation to our holy religion, in the absence of all 
insinuations direct or indirect, which at the present 
stage you have scrupulously avoided?" 

" Yes, poetry, painting, music, excite his enthu- 
siasm : with him they excite emotions ; he sawurs 
their inspirations, and often outsoars his author on 
the flight of fancy. 

" And yet you have said — ' 

" He speaks venom against our holy religion. 

" You think his hatred sincere?" 

" I do : he was perverted by his aunt." 

" Of the woman presently. Now as to the 
father. His age?" 

" Fifty-five." 
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"His health?" 

" Good." 

"His character?" 

" Weak till shamed into manliness — ^then violent, 
obstinate : a scoffer, irreligious, vain." 

" His ruling passion?" 

" The bestial love of women." 

" Many proofs of the same V ' 

" Many." 

" Amongst the poor, or the rich?" 

« The former." 

" Have you diligently inquired into all the^cir- 
cumstances respecting this most important matter?" 

" I have." 

" Is there one whom he loves or seeks with more 
passion than the rest?" 

« There is." 

" And she is—" 

« A mother." 

« The age of the child?" 

" Eight." 

" Healthy, or diseased ?" 

" Diseased — consumptive — cannot live long." 

" He lavishes much wealth on these sinners?" 

" He does : he is liberal ; spends freely." 

" The child with the mother lives — " 

" Not far from the Hall." 

" Good. Now as to the aunt?" 

** We are reconciled." 

" How long since ? " 

" Four-and-twenty hours." 
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" Good. It had not been wise before : intimacy 
leads to questions hard to be answered. You will leave 
the impression you have made. She will molest us 
no more. How did you conciliate her?" 

" By the means you permitted." 

"Good. But you gained the preliminary facts?" 

" I did." 

"How?" 

" I listened to a discussion between the woman 
and her brother, and heard her denouncement of 
me. 

" You heard the discussion — state its pur- 
port." 

" The brother announced the intended departure 
of the youth, advised by me ; the aunt objected ; he 
resisted, remembering my observations on the sub- 
ject. I was denounced by the woman ; the brother 
defended me." 

" Nothing else of importance?" 

" Your messenger called me away ; I obeyed, 
and lost the end of the discussion." 

" Bad. 'T is of importance that all should be 
known. Can you not divine its import?" 

" I cannot." 

" It may be important. What is her age?" 

" Sixty, I presume." 

"Any children?" 

" None." * 

* It may seem strange that Mr.Bainbridge was uninfonned on this 
point : but the fact Is, Mrs. Malcolm stndiously refrained from allud- 
ing to her misfortune in the presence of Mr. Bainbridge, lest the fact 



32 JESUIT-BRAHMINISM PROTESTANTISED. 

« A widow ? " 

" Yes." 

The interrogation ended ; the Provincial folded 
up his papers, rose from his seat, and knelt before 
the crucifix. He repeated the Veni Creator^ or 
invocation of the Holy Ghost, Father Powel alter- 
nating the stanzas of the hymn. At its termination 
he rose, and paced the room. After musing for a 
few minutes, he began : — 

" You have done well. You have begun the holy 
work : you will continue it with assistance. Your 
object will be to reach Rome as soon as possible, 
and there Father Fraser will complete your work. 
Still continue as you have been with regard to your 
assumed profession — endure the vile semblance, for 
the sake of the glorious end in view. Scorn the 
semblance of a false religion in your heart, whilst 
you wear its credentials. They were given to you 
by their so-called bishops — use them to confound 
those who abtise their name without authority from 
Christ and his holy apostles. Endeavour to neu- 
tralize the youth's mind — unsettle his mind ; but 
speak as you have spoken of our holy religion, if 
you cannot avoid the subject altogether. For we 
must do nothing superfluously. Nihil nimis. Above 
all, keep the youth from evil company : the bonds 
of the flesh extend to the mind: to refrain from 
women and strong wine enables us to rule those 

might redouble bis caution, which she suspected all along : besides, 
she rarely spoke to that gentleman; and Mr. Devigne took no interest 
whatever in his nephew. 
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who indulge in both. A chaste life is a mental life : 
its thoughts are the oracles of God. 

" Farewell, brother ! May the grace of our Lord 
direct you ! and holy Father Ignatius and our 
blessed Lady be with you to forward the holy work ! 
Farewell ! " 

On the following evening, Leonard Devigne and 
his tutor set out on their travels. The prospect 
enlarges — ^the plot advances. 

There is a feeling which may be called the sublime 
of enthusiasm ; it is that which fills the breast when 
we first embark in some promising enterprise. The 
blood flows more freely, the heart beats more man- 
fully. Even external nature seems to partake of 
the mind's exaltation ; and if perchance we happen 
to be on ship-board — the anchor weighing — men 
cheerily singing — sails swelling, impatient to waft 
the ship over the ocean — then the transports of the 
soul are at the highest, the body's energies are 
doubled by the stimulant of fancy, the idea of ob- 
stacles totally vanishes — we have but to " go forth 
and conquer I" Feelings of this nature gladdened 
the heart of the tutor and his pupil on their depar- 
ture. Their motives were different, but the result 
was the same. The former spoke not of his inner 
ravishings : the latter spoke of nothing else ; for all 
emotions in the young are like those of love — we 
can with difficulty conceal them — " from the abun- 
dance of the heart the mouth" must speak. With 
regard to the tutor, however, it will be soon evident 
that — 
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'* Checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd^ 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain, 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth ! " 



StiU, 



" The ample proposition that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below"*^ 



shall it fkil " in the promised largeness?" . . . We 
must have patience : the Jesuit wiH have patience. 

Meanwhile, an important event is about to take 
place in the family. A fortnight has elapsed since 
Leonard's departure. During the day, Mr. Devigne 
has been somewhat restless, thoughtful, absent in 
mind : in the evening, the following conversation 
naturally began between the brother and his affec- 
tionate sister. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A LETTER, AND A DEATH-BED. 

"How you are changed, brother! Are you ill? 
Is it the absence of Leonard that aflflicts you? 
You seemed, too, in such good spirits at his de- 
parture. What ails you, brother?" 

"Do I seem ill, sister? I am quite well — only 
a little bothered — ^but it will pass over.' 

" Have you heard from Leonard V 

« I have, this morning.' 

" Has he written anything that annoys you? 

"Not the least in the world. Quite the con- 
trary. Every word gratifies me. Never thought 
there was so much in the fellow. See what tra- 
velling will do for him. I was just going to read 
the letter to you." 

"Do, brother; I hope you are not deceived in 
your interpretation of good ! " 

" Well, judge for yourself." 

" * My dear Father. — I doubt not that you will 
be exceedingly pleased to bear that we are safe 

d2 
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in Paris, and in excessively good quarters. I am 
very happy — happier then I can find words to 
express. 

" * Bewildered by the strange but delightful sensa- 
tions produced by all that I can see and hear, it 
seems to me that I am only just born in a new 
world created for my own special enjoyment. An 
extraordinary fancy, no doubt: but I can by no 
other expression convey an idea of the emotions 
that fill me with endless delight. There is posi- 
tively nothing that does not awaken pleasant, 
buoyant thoughts in my mind, whilst my heart 
melts with gratitude to the bountiful Creator, who 
has fashioned the mind to find everywhere the 
features of perfect beauty, to ravish the heart, and 
compel it, by this sweetest violence, to believe in, 
and long for that heaven of which all beauty on 
earth is but a shadowy image.' 

"Now, didn't I tell you that travelling would 
cure him ? Did yeu ever hear anything like that 
from the stupid dreamer of former days? Mr. 
Bainbridge was right. He said : ' all he needs 
is food for his eyes and ears : he suffers from mental 
starvation.' And so it was. Just observe how 
he has digested his first meal. But listen : — 

" * Every sense is intensely gratified : my heart is 
surfeited with human kindness. What a world to 
remain unknown so long ! 

" ' We had a delightful voyage across the Channel. 
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As neither Mr. Bainbridge nor myself was troubled 
with sea-sickness, I preferred to remain on deck ; 
and Mr. Bainbridge consented. 

" * I shall never forget the feelings that agitated 
my heart at the sight — the first sight of the ocean, 
made one vast picture — the steamer in the centre, 
the chief point of attraction — the beautiful blue 
waves in every variety of shade and light, stretching 
to the -circling frame of the picture, the distant 
horizon. Rapidly cleaving the waves at every re- 
volution of the mighty wheels — at every moment 
receding from the point of departure, and nearing 
our destination — and yet, seemingly still there, in 
that same, identical spot, the eternal centre of that 
eternal circle ! How curious ! I made the remark 
to Mr. Bainbridge, and he observed : — 

" ' Such is man in the centre of God's providence. 
He is carried forward by forces which he feels and 
sees in operation: but who can compute his pro- 
gress to the haven of bliss ? Nay, in his impatient 
infatuation, he complains that he does not even 
approach it. And yet, in the bark of Providence 
he is incessantly, though invisibly moved onwards — 
onwards for ever, — if, upright in heart, firm in 
faith, unshaken in hope, he yields himself, without 
reserve, so that in all things he may say, Thy will 
be done !' 

" There, sister, there 's something for your 
" The thought is indeed well conceived," said Mrs, 
Malcolm ; '^ I am glad we came to an explanation. 
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'Tis a beautiful thought, full of consolation. It 
could only occur to a good man. I wronged Mr. 
Bainbridge, and am sorry for it." 

" I always told you so, but you will never listen 
to me." 

" Go on with the letter, brother." 

^' ' I doubt not that aunt will be highly pleased 
with this thought. I told Mr. Bainbridge so ; and 
he said 't was very likely, for he had heard her 
express a sentiment very like it. '^ Indeed," said he, 
** I freely give your aunt all the merit* So if you 
think of repeating it to her, don't fail to make my 
acknowledgment." I was much pleased with this 
generous candour of Mr. Bainbridge : and I hope 
that aunt has altogether, and for ever, recovered 
from her unkind feeling against Mr. Bainbridge.' 

^^I have, I have; he is a good, kind man, to 
think of me so generously." 

^^ ^ I love him more than ever : I esteem him more 
than ever. What mind ! what expression ! what 
fluency has he exhibited in conversation ! He knows 
everything. The passengers flocked* around to 
listen to him : all were .delighted. 

" * We made an acquaintance, or rather I was 
introduced to a passenger who recognised in Mr. 
Bainbridge, an old friend from whom he had been 
Jong separated. His name is ^ Count Emile de 
Yalremy; a perfect gentleman: speaks several 
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languages, has travelled extensively, and is exceed- 
ingly well read. 

" * You, father, would like him very much ; but 
perhaps he speaks with too much relish of worldly 
matters ; at all events, Mr. Bainbridge, perceiving, 
as he thought, that I liked to listen to the Count's 
anecdotes of life, caution^ me against the worldli-* 
fiess of his ideas, and the sensualism which tinged 
his discourse; but, he added, nothing is positively 
evil; there is good in everything to an upright 
mind j the Count's experience may be theoretically 
useful to you : the son of a gentleman needs some 
imowledgd of the world, provided always his heart 
be upright.' 

^* Mr. Bainbridge is charitable ; I do not like this 
Count. ' My son, walk not thou in the way vdth 
them; refraiii thy foot from their patlu' I don't 
like that man," said Mrs. Malcolm, somewhat ex* 
cited. 

" Now, I do^ sister. Leonard is not to be a monk, 
nor anything of the sort. I wish him to know the 
world," retorted Mr. Devigne, now considerably 
recovered from his late sadness. In fact, the letter 
had quite warmed the man at the second perusal : 
perhaps this effect was owing to the remarks 
elicited. 

^' Go on," said the sister. 

^ ' I confess, dear father, that I like the Count 
amazingly.' 
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*• Mercy!" ejacalated Mrs. Malcolm* 

" * I have been much in his company, and like him 
more and more. By his advice I have commenced 
fencing and pistol-exercise, and have already aston- 
ished him by my progress. I contrived to disarm 
him yesterday : but I suspect he let me do it by way 
of encouragement He has introduced ine to a 
large circle of his acquaintance and 
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" Come in," said Mr, Devigne, in answer to a 
knock at the parlour-door. 

The servant entered with a note. Mr. Devigne 
hastily broke the seal. 

"What's the matter, dear brother?" exclaimed 
Mrs. Malcolm, alarmed at the sudden paleness of 
her brother's face. 

" Oh! nothing, nothing. Here, sister, finish read- 
ing the letter yourself. I must go instantly." 

Mr. Devigne left the room, 

# # # # # ' 

Not far from Bingwood Hall was a neat little 
cottage. There was a flower-garden attached, and 
the sides of the cottage were overlaced by the 
climbing rose ; the clematis adorned and perfumed 
its trellised verandah. It was a lovely retreat in 
summer, and in winter not without beauty : ever- 
greens and biennials, hoping to bloom with the 
coming spring, were its adornments then. 

The door of that cottage opens ; a father is .ad- 
mitted to the death-bed of his child. The father is 
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Mr. Devigne. The child has not an hour to live ; 
and yet how sweetly he smiles. That poor child ! 
Decline — the malady of the gentle-hearted — ^makes 
life a lingering sigh, but throws a mantle of grace 
over grisly death. 

The fragrance of spring-flowers scattered over 
the bed fills the room ; their mingling tints relieve 
the whiteness of the coverings that conceal all but 
the face and hands of the dying child. Sweet child ! 
How happy he seems ! Else, whence that heavenly 
smile? 

In his hands he clasps an ivory crucifix. See how 
fervently he presses the image to his lips. A wax 
taper burns beside the bed. He has received the 
Holy Chrism — he is prepared for death: he is 
willing to depart. A mother is beside him : he bids 
her not weep : he is so happy to die. And shall we 
all thus part without regret from those we love 
most folidly ? Or, is it the bliss of those only itho 
die in innocence — who have not as yet quite left 
that heaven to which they would so eagerly return? 

The priest and the mother are kneeling beside 
the Catholic child : they have been repeating the 
" Litany for a Happy Death." Listen to the two 
last petitions. 

The Priest. — ^'^ When my soul trembling on my 
lips, shall bid adieu to the world, and leave my body 
lifeless, pale, and cold, receive this separation as a 
homage which I willingly pay to thy divine Majesty; 
and in that last moment of mortal life — " 
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The Mother and Child, — " Merciful Jesus, have 
mercy on me !" 

The Priest. — " When at length my soul, admitted 
to thy presence, shall first behold the splendour of 
thy Majesty, reject me not, but receive me into thy 
bosom, where I may for ever sing thy praises ; and 
in that moment when eternity shall begin to me—'* 

The Mother and Child. — "Merciful Jesus, have 
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The father has entered the room, and kneels be* 
side his child ; and when the priest ended the 
prayer of the Litany, the sorrowing father said 
^ Amen !" And then. he rose. 

** Father, dear." 

** My poor child !" 

" Oh I I am so happy. Kiss me, father dear." 

** Oh I is there no hope ?" 

^Tes, father dear, in Jesus. I go to Him. 
Kiss me, father! Kiss me, mother. O^ Jesus 1 
sweet Jesus, bless my &ther ! Bless him with the 
true faith of Thy holy church ! Holy Mother of 
God, save my mother !" 

** My poor, dear child I" 

" Oh ! do not weep for me, father. I am so 
happy. I am glad to go. But you can make me 
happier stUl, father, dear." 

" How ? my poor, dear child ! 

" Promise me to be a Catholic — oh ! promise me, 
father, dear. God, Jesus, the blessed Virgin will 
love you and give you a happy death like mine* 
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Promise, father, and let me go to tell the saints and 
angels — will you not promise, father, dear ?" 
" I will, I will ; my poor, dear child !" 
" Jesus^ Holy Mother of God, receive my soul 1 I 
come, I come !" 

"My child! my poor, dear child!" the father 
cried, and kissed his lips: but his soul was de- 
parted : his child was dead. 

# # # # # 

The priest of the scene we have just witnessed 
was Father Percival, otherwise Mr. Percival, a 
Jesuit. 
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CHAPTER VL 

MYSTIFICATION. — A MAGDALEN, AND EXPLANATIONS, 

Six weeks have elapsed since the event just de« 
scribed. Ringwood Hall has witnessed the grief of 
a father mourning for his child — desponding, de- 
solate. 

Mr. Devigne and his sister have visited their 
relatives in Scotland. Mrs. Malcolm proposes to 
remain in that country till the winter. Mr. Devigne 
has returned to Ringwood Hall. 

The change of scene has not dissipated the fond 
father's grief; and the last words of his dying child 
still linger in the chamber of his heart. 

Those who are blest with the power to console us 
in affliction gain influence in our hearts ; esteem 
repays them with gratitude, and love weaves a spell 
around the consoler, from whom we tear with diffi- 
culty our parched and thirsty souls. Was it to be 
wondered at that Father Percival, the " priest" of 
the dying scene, became dear to the bereaved parent 
whose grief he had assuaged, or endeavoured to 
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assuage; whose affliction he seemed so deeply to com- 
miserate in the days of his mourning ? 

Frequent interviews had taken place. The Jesuit 
consoled, entertained, pleased his visitor ; and Mr. 
Devigne at length found it impossible to pass a day 
without visiting Father Percival. 

It is a very pleasant thing to most people to meet 
with a clergyman who does not "bore them" by 
" obtruding" sacred topics into general conversation ; 
and, nevertheless, who has the art to dismiss them 
in good humour with themselves, and all the world 
besides. 

Had you asked Mr. Devigne, on leaving the 
Jesuit, what his conversation had been about, he 
might have been at a loss to reply ; but if you had 
asked him whether it had been satisfactory, he 
would have answered with an emphatic affirmative. 

What ! the Jesuit did not strive at once to " con* 
vert" him ? — did not bewilder him with texts from 
Scripture, and arguments from tradition ; in fact, 
lost the golden opportunity? — Not the least in the 
world. 

How then did it happen that Mr. Devigne's 
library now presented a whole shelf of controversial 
works, the divine panoply of Roman Catholicism? 
It were invidious to offer an opinion, — the fact must 
speak for itself. Are not children cheated into the 
alphabet by attractive toys given them by waly of 
pastime? And can you not induce a man of a 
" liberal, inquiring spirit," to " weigh both sides of 
a question," just— only just " to form a relative 
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opinion of their respective merits?" Listen to this 
disinterested guide to the well of truth. 

"Here, sir, is an author who treats his subject 
very candidly, but is, perhaps, rather severe on 
what he deems historical falsifications ; but he is so 
earnest that you^ my dear sir, will be pleased with 

him, though not persuaded Oh ! here we have 

quite a different mind. It 's all logic — ^mathematical 
demonstration : you'll be at home with this author. 
Yes, — ^you may find something in this worthy ; but 
the fact is, he was a convert, and so you must not 
judge too harshly his wild denunciations. In his 
later works, he cooled down to a more rational 
fixity. In short, my dear sir, I'll send you afl;— 
reject or embrace according to your right judgment." 

Perhaps Mr. Devigne's controversial shelf has 
been filled with this philosophical intention, — ^^ only 
just to form a relative opinion," &c. 

So much f(Mr the controversial shelf. 

The mother of Mr. Devigne's child has been 
reformed^ or rather, reclaimed. She has become a 
" fervent communicant," under Father PercivaL 

Letters have passed between Mr. Devigne and 
the Magdalen. He solicits with earnest entreaty. 
She refuses with deliberate firmness — ^as it would 
seem, of course. 

Passion, in a weak mind, is increased to phrenzy. 
Mr. Devigne proposed marriage. Here is the 
Magdalen's reply : — 

" Deeply sensible of my past errors, I have 
prayed to Heaven for grace to make amends in the 
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time allotted to me, by the practice of that holy 
religion which I have disgraced by my former 
excesses. 

" This is the fervent wish of my soul. My religion 
offers to such as myself a refuge and a home ; a 
haven of rest and repentance. Too late have I 
thought of my God. What have I to offer to my 
Creator but a body of sin, and a soul of guilt ? And 
still, in His mercy, He will deign to accept even 
that unworthy offering, in consideration of the merits 
of Christ and the Saints. 

^^A life of penance awaits me in the cloister. Such is 
my determination, with the approval of my spiritual 
director. In a very short time my resolve, with the 
blessing of God, shall be accomplished. 

** You offer me the holy state of matrimony. I 
am unworthy of it. 

"My prayers shall be offered up — fervently 
offered for you. Yes, I shall incessantly pray for 
the fulfilment of that sacred promise which you made 
to our dying child; and may his prayers in heaven 
be the blessed means of uniting us hereafter in a 
holier love than that which existed between us here 
below. 

"God bless you!" 



On the reception of this reply, Mr. Devigne 
hastened at once, as was expected^ to his " friend," 
the Rev, Thomas Percival. The interview must be 
given in full. Of course it is premised that Father 
Percival knew already as much of the subject as 
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Mr. Devigne himself, and a little more besides ; 
so that with the understanding that Mr. Devigne 
has explained the object of his visit, and the caase 
of his agitation, (to the apparent surprise of Mr. 
Percival), the parties will proceed to explain them- 
selves. 

" I believe, sir, she is your penitent?" 

" She is : but perhaps, my dear sir, you will per- 
mit me. to observe that I cannot with propriety en- 
tertain any question or proposition that may have 
reference to that relation." 

" Oh ! certainly not, my dear sir, I respect your 
honourable feeling, and would be the last person to 
compromise you. All I would ask you is whether 
you will use your influence to retard her hasty reso- 
lution, if only for a fortnight. Oh ! sir, you will 
befriend me greatly : I am distracted. " 

" Compose yourself, my dear sir : you may rely on 
mef Mr. Devigne." 

" Thank you, thank you. Such boundless kind- 
ness as I have experienced at your hands in every 
interview, has found me most grateful, I assure you. 
Ah! you have at least charity on your side, Mr. 
Percival ; and I, for my part, know not what can 
be conclusively advanced against the faith you 
profess." 

" Let not your feelings overpower your judgment 
to make hasty admissions, dear Mr. Devigne. 
Continue your search after truth. The spirit of 
Truth will direct your conscientious pursuit." 

" I '11 be candid, at once. I see my way pretty 
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cleiftrly through your argimientSj and doctrines : but 
'tis the trammels of your practice — the necessity, 
the humiliation of auricular confession, for in- 
stance, which seems so hard to admit and comply 
with!" 

" You say rightly * seemsy" my dear sir : it only 
seems so. Were you to embrace the faith, you 
would not find it so in reality. But after all, tny 
dear sir, what is this redoubtable ponfession ? What 
is it but the declaration to a devoted friend, of tho^ 
facts which all the world, or many acquaintances, 
may know ; or what you may have admitted, nay 
boasted of, to the companions of your pleasures! 
*T is, then, only the name that revolts us, after all !" 

"Very true: but one's most secret thoughts and 
propensities /'* 

" I admit that objection : human nature must be 
tenderly dealt with : we feel the pang of humilia- 
tion : I have often felt it : but I have also felt the 
solace of being strengthened in good resolve by con- 
fessing my temptations. 'T is faiths my dear sir, and 
its peculiar grace that will remove the blind from 
self-love, sanctifying our common worldly candour, 
and rewarding our seeming humiliation with the 
greatest of blessings — a heart at rest, desires con- 
trolled, and a soul in peace." 

" If such be the effect, Catholics must have a vast 
advantage over Protestants. Indeed your words 
have a strange effect on me. You have eicplained 
away my greatest difficulty —more by your manner, 

E 
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and sincerity of speech, than the argument itself, 
though I am compelled to admit the force of yotlr 
allusion to every-day experience." 

" And as to your other difficultjjies, whatever they 
may be, rest assured that having once embraced 
the faith on general conviction, you will find the 
way to their removal progressively smoothened; 
and you will smile at the gorgons you behold 
through the distorting lens of your fancy. Our 
church is a mother: she commiserates the weak- 
ness and frailty of our nature : she exacts nothing 
above our strength. Directing the strong, she 
encourages the weak : lightens or bears the burthen 
of the latter, with the superabundant strength of 
the former by grace made perfect, — uniting all in a 
holy brotherhood, whose object and end are reci- 
procal aid and support." 

Mr. Devigne evinced a silent admiration : Mn 
Percival continued : — 

** But disregard my remarks on the subject, my 
dear sir; or, if you admit their weight, let it be 
rightly estimated, not exaggerated. Your own con- 
scientious conviction must lead you in all things. 
We are accused of proselytising : — ^but a knowledge 
bf facts would disabuse public opinion. We remove 
difficulties from the path of conscientious doubters : 
but ,we tempt them not. Truth needs no entice- 
ments. Religion is not a trade. We have no 
barterers amongst us. Christ expelled them firom 
the temple. But if we strive to practice that 



HOW TO PROCEED APOSTOLICALLY. 51 

blessed charity to all men, which is the first of com- 
mandments, why should our motives be called in 
question ? May not these motives be good as well 
as bad ? But we are accused of coveting power, 
influence, favour, wealth. We are wronged. The 
eflPect is not the cause ; why are they confounded ? 
If we possess power, influence, favour, wealth, these 
effects must be traced to the gratitude of the human 
heart, not to the covetings of those to whom they 
are given." 

" You have proved to me^ dear sir, how worthy 
you are of influence and favour by your kind sym- 
pathy ; and if all your brotherhood be as worthy as 
yourself, you have been traduced indeed," 

" But, my dear sir, we do not complain. No. 
Permit us to proceed apostolically ; — in 'good re- 
pute' or * evil repute,' what matters it, if we reach 
the appointed goal — the approval of Him who sent 
us ? Time proves all things : opinions leave us 
undecided. We depend on our cause : we believe 
it to be the cause of God. There is all power in 
that conviction. 

" But to return to our starting point, my dear sir, 
you may depend on my friendships^ added the Jesuit, 
with the blandest smile imaginable: a smile that 
seemed no more compatible with his previous de- 
termined earnestness of manner than an infant's 
cap on a tiger's head. 

Mr. Devigne took leave of his friend. The 
former flattered himself that liis ready acquiescence 

b2 
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in the debater^s arguments had won the good-will 
of the father-confessor as well ; whilst the Jesuit 
" felt certain" — for Jesuits are but men, after all — 
that Ringwood Hall would very soon entertain a 
Catholic chaplain. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



CORRESPONDENCE. 



I. 

MRS. MALCOLM TO PETER DEVIGNE^ ESQ. 

I AM at a loss to account for your long silence of 
late, my dear brother. " It is nearly two mdntlfis since 
you wrote last, and your letter scarcely filled a page. 
I was the more disappointed by your not having 
alluded to dear Leonard, — knowing, as you do, bow 
solicitous I am about him. What can have so 
engrossed your attention as to make you neglect 
your sister ? 

But to the point. You will believe me when I 
say that my solicitude for Leonard is increased to 
the deepest anxiety, as soon as you have read the 
enclosed letter (the last you forwarded) received 
from a friend of ours in Paris. By the way, I may 
just observe that I am sorry to find that ske^ too, is 
somewhat tainted with worldliness. The letter has 
afflicted me dreadfully. Alas ! my dismal fore- 
bodings are coming to pass, I fear ; for vice is the 
worst feature of Bomanism, and into that my poor 
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nephew has plunged. The Lord have mercy on 
him ! What grieves me more is the thought thai 
you will see nothing in his conduct but " recreation/' 
as you call it; but let me tell you, dear brother, 
neither body nor mind should thrive at the expense 
of an immortal soul : " For what will it profit a 
man," — but I will spare the holy text, knowing how 
irreverently you have always listened to the Gospel 
word. Oh my poor nephew ! what will become of 
him? And Mr. Bainbridge too. Is it possible 
that he does not exert his authority to curb the 
wayward youth? But the boy was always head- 
strong. I always thought he would go astray, 
notwithstanding all my care of his tender years. 
For what could I have done that I did not do? 
Few children are blessed with his religious educa- 
tion. From his rising to his going to bed, my eye 
was upon him : my lips admonished, and my heart 
was with him prayerfully. God be thanked! I 
have done all that a poor mortal could do. His 
will be done in all things. I am disappointed — I 
am humbled — I submit — I must submit. I submit, 
confiding in His power and mercy to bring my poor 
nephew to a sense of his evil ways. Oh I dear 
brother, let me beseech you to write to him instantly, 
and check his downward course — his awful back* 
sliding. I enclose an exhortation for him. Rest 
assured that both for you and my dear nephew my 
prayers shall never cease, whilst I remain your 
affectionate sister, 

Elizabbth Malcolm. 
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II. 

(Enclosed with the foregoing.) 
Mrs. Selina Balfour to Mrs. Malcolm. 

My dear Friend. — ^Why did our correspond- 
ence cease ? I dare say neither of us can solve this 
conandrum. Why may it not recommence? I 
can't answer the question. So now all depend^ 
upon 1/ou. This is frank and open : but you know 
I was always, even as a girl, remarkable for generous 
beginnings — those nice things in all difficult matters^ 
'T is true, I 'm no longer very young : but what 
matters that? Is the heart ever old? I enjoy ex- 
istence as much as ever I did ; and in some things 
mor« than ever. The reason is that in youth it's 
sl\ passion: but as we get mellow, a spice of mind 
adds vastly to the zest of the passions, and makes 
pleasure more piquant, I could never induce my 
dear departed husband to enter into this view of the 
subject. As soon as ever I began to explain its 
superiority over the brutish way of enjoying life, he 
used to snap his great fingers, saying, " Fudge, 
Lina I pork is pork ; all your spices can't improve 
upon it — it 's quite good enough as it is." You know 
Jie was very fond of that substance. Poor man ! I 
couldn't improve him : he was unrefinable. 

Well, but I have been sadly in the bush. I have 
to congratulate you, my dear friend, — am I not for- 
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tunate in my subject for a new beginning to our 
correspondence ? — I congratulate you as being aunt 
to as fine a young fellow as ever displayed baits to 
passion and charms to mind. He is the admiration 
of all who can appreciate beauty and mind bewitch- 
ingly blended. It was impossible not to recognise 
his resemblance to his mother; as soon as I saw him 
I said to Count Potomkin (an old friend of mine — 
such an old flatterer, though he hasn't a tooth in his 
lead, wears spectacles, and has a face with wrinkled 
enough to represent all the rivers on the map of the 
world); but to return: I said to Count Poodle 
(that's his yamtViiar name) — "Count," said I, •*! 
ought to know that spark." " So you ought," said 
Ite; "he's making noise enough to be known to all 
who have ears to hear." ** Indeed!" said I. " Ay, 
indeed!*' said he ; ** and what 's wonderful is, that he 
haft had only a month or two's training ; but then, 
his master is— Valremy ! — his lessons are short cuts 
to perfection." 

Of course, my curiosity was naturally excited, and 
I could not remove my eyes from your gallant ne- 
phew — for as soon as I heard his name my surmise 
became certainty. I need not describe bis person 
to you; 'tis, however, faultless; and to see him 
delivering a compliment ! I wished myself young 
iigain — that is, younger than I am— just to try thfe 
sensation : for these silly youths haven't the sense 
to compliment those who would really appreciate 
their taste and judgment. 

He is evidently well introduced. I met him at 
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the Embassy. Besides, Count Valremy knows every- 
body worth knowing ; and you may be sure that your 
nephew will soon have gone through the whole en- 
cyclopaedia of the fashionable world. I heard a 
whisper or two from a lady or two, and we thought 
him very bold already ; in short, he 's a prime fellow, 
and does you great credit at Ringwood Hall. For 
my part, I am quite surprised at the fact : because I 
remember him same six years ago repeating his 
verses from the Bible, as if you intended him for a 
Capuchin. I then thought yon laced him rather too 
tightly, but I find that he is all the better for it— > 
there *8 nothing Uke previous seriousness to give a zest to 
passion^ as I always say, my dear friend. I only 
hope Valremy won't make him too bad. 

And now I mnst tell you how delighted I shall be 
to hear yon are all well at Ringwood Hall — that is, 
yourself and brother, for I suppose that *s all. By 
the way, how is good Mr. Devigne pere f Do 
you quarrel as often as ever? Have you not re- 
formed him yet ? Wicked man ! How he used to 
tease you with his " march of intellect," " rational 
enjoyments," and ^* universal charity." You see I 
have a good memory : hence you may rest assured 
that you are most kindly remembered by, 

Your sincere friend, 

Selina. Balfour. 
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III. 

Leonard Devigne to P. Devigne, Esq. 

My dear Father, 

Your letters are most gratifying to my grateful 
heart. It will be the study of my life to please you 
in all things, as some poor return for all that you 
have done for me, and still purpose to do. I have 
read again and again your most instructive letter, 
and shall treasure up its advice as the best rule 
of my conduct through life. I will say more ; 
every day reminds me of your wisdom in inculcating 
a liberality of sentiment towards all the world ; and 
resting satisfied with men if they only please us ; 
never presuming to look beyond that simple fact. 
Your advice put into practice has been very ser- 
viceable to me, and I have reason to be glad of your 
approbation so kindly expressed. A rational enjoy* 
ment of life must be .the intention of Providence in 
man's behalf. 

A letter from Mr. Bainbridge accompanies this. 
You will regret to find that important family con- 
cerns demand his immediate presence in England. 
I shall have more reason to regret the loss of his 
society, should you think it necessary to appoint 
him a successor, with whom it will, perhaps, be very 
difficult for me to coalesce, after having had the 
sample of mind and heart so beautifully combined 
in my respected tutor. 
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I await your commands, and shall ever remain, 
with ^11 love to my aunt, 

Your affectionate son, 

Leonard Devigme. 



IV. 

The Rev. James Bainbridqe to P. Devigne, Esq. 

My dear Sir, 

.1 beg to thank you with every acknowledgment 
for the kind expressions of esteem with which you 
honour me. It has been my endeavour to deserve 
thus much. 

Doubtless my pupil has alluded to a painful 
necessity which compels me to surrender my charge. 
Imperious family matters have supervened^ and compel 
my speedy return to England. 

If my unbounded esteem for your son enforce 
regret at the separation, that very esteem mitigates 
my solicitude for his guardianship. Of course it 
were presumptuous in me to speak prospectively, but 
his conduct (and you do not withhold your praise) 
hitherto has been highly satisfactory. Perhaps his 
strong reluctance to entertain the thought that my 
place will be filled by a substitute is somewhait 
against him. But I have known cases in which 
this very suspicion has been acted upon to the im« 
mediate production of the very effect deprecated* 
A generous confidence fosters honourable senti* 
ment: suspicion begets self-contempt, or that ano- 
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maloiis spirit of revenge which prompts self-injury 
as the only satisfaction to resentment. 

But, for obvious reasons, I am loath to express an 
opinion on the subject; I have ample reason to 
believe that your determination will be characterised 
by'that wisdom which does not compromise a pro- 
bability by a too great eagerness to ensure a cer- 
tainty. 

I am, my dear sir, 

Your faithful servant, 

James Bainbridge. 

V. 

Mr. Devione to Mrs. Malcolm. 

Calm your fears^ my dear sister. Leonard is in 
no danger. I am certain he is safe. The boy is 
very candid to me ; and you may be sure that I 
fihould have discovered from Jiis letters whether 
anything was wrong. He could not deceive me, I 
trust. But what can you find in the silly letter of 
silly Selina Balfour to throw you into such hysterics? 
What does it say, but the silly things that silly 
women pick up in their silly gossipings? She is 
pleased, besides, to make some dark insinuations 
and inuendoes, which do her vast credit certainly. 
What if /chose to transfix that buzzing gnat of a 
scandal-monger — can *t /crush her ? But I forbear. 
She's a silly woman. She has my sovereign con- 
tempt. 

But I am too severe by half. I ought rather to 
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thank the woman for her compliments to my son* 
I wish him to see the world. What would you have 
me do with him ? — make him one of your fanatics ? 
I have no intention of the sort* I wish him to study 
mankind; to gain sagacity by roughing through 
life, as I have done, and get rid of absurdities by 
seeing how oddly they stick on a gentleman. I 
trust he will return to us in every respect improved 
— a fine fellow — such as we shall be proud of. I 
have planned everything for him. He will return 
to hear news that will gladden his yqung heart and 
rejoice his oH head, as I hope it will become 
by experience. He will be gladdened as I was 
myself when I became sure of possessing his beau- 
tifol mother. I enclose you a letter from my old 
friend Benbow Benbow, of Calcutta, which will ex- 
plain my meaning. Meanwhile trust to the dis- 
cretion of 

Tour affectionate brother, 

Peter Devigne. 



VI. 

Mr. Benbow Benbow to P. Devigne, Esq. 

Dear Peter, 

Don't be taken aback by this infernal scrawl. 
Put on your spectacles, draw near the fire in youf 
smoky climate, take a pinch of snuff, and you'll de- 
cipher my execrable pot-hooks and hangers. Well, 
my dear fellow, I'm a man of few words when I have 
a vast deal to say j as you know, I'd rather knock a 
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man down with one blow than convince him with a 
hundred words any day. So to the point at once. 

I have been running all the world over to no pur- 
pose — that's a fact. I haven't made a penny — of 
course. I'm as poor as a mouse — that's as you like. 
I'm all in tatters — don't you think so ? 

Well, have you fumbled through my gouty 
scratches so far ? Very good. And do you believe 
I've just been scribbling gospel? Well, to the point. 
I hate digressions when a man has business to attend 
to. How could old Benbow have got through the 
world with digressions ? You have a son, haven't 
you, Peter ? Well, as I married my sainted Lucy 
the very same day you married your son's mother, I 
know he can't be much more than twenty — at least 
I take it for granted, my dear fellow — no offence — I 
hate digressions. Well, I have a daughter to match 
the fellow. I send her portrait with this, and if you 
don't think her as beautiful as mortal eyes can wish 
— but I won't swear, for fear of dear Mrs. Mai., our 
bridesmaid on the joyful occasion which gave hope 
of my prosperous issue. Jane (her name is a com- 
pliment to your good mother, my dear friend) is a 
good girl — a very good girl. She has refused hun- 
dreds of offers, became I have always told her that 
her husband which is to be is in England, quite 
ready almost, and will jump at her: the son of my 
best friend, Peter Devigne, of Bingwood Hall, the 
Protestant •"* Isn't she dutiful ? Tell me a single 
•young lady of your acquaintance half so dutiful, and 

^ The wubriquet of the family whilst In France. 
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I'll admit she's half as good as my Jane. But no; 
they are stark mad after husbands. First come first 
served — we may never have another chance — grab 
what you can ; storm, stamp, tear all to pieces ; pa 
and ma must consent at last, and I'll be a Mrs. 
What-you-may-call-me ! That's just it, Peter : I 
know the fillies. But to the point. My diamond 
shall be set, never doubt it. One hundred and fifty 
thousand pounds sterling shall parchment her wed- 
ding garment. All I ask in return is a hammock 
under the roof of my daughter and son, just to have 
the gratification of seeing the patriarchs of twelve 
tribes rising out of them, without any digressions. 

If you have no better scheme in view, it's a bar- 
gain. I'm tired of this roasting climate: I want 
cooling [a bit. You may 'expect me by the next 
arrival, which I hope to be that of " The Ringwood 
Hall Indiaman," one corner of Jane's diamond* 

And now, my very dear Peter, let me end with 
the hope that you will make out this model of pen- 
manship before I drive up your avenue ; and, trusting 
that you are the same as ever, a sad dog, I feel sure 
that you will be glad to see, 

Yours to command, 

Ben. Bbnbow. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



EMANCIPATION. 



From the first moment of temptation to that of 
guilt there is an interval, which varies according to 
the temperament and the state of the moral feel- 
ings. It is a time of c'onflict — an ordeal through 
which we pass from innocence to guilt. The longer 
this conflict lasts, the more desperate and hopeless 
will be the heart's perversion. For we, in a man- 
ner, reason ourselves into guilt: the mind flatters 
the heart with specious arguments — the idea of non* 
responsibility boldly enters — we sin with perfect 
consent — and thenceforth all the motives of conduct 
centre in self-gratification, with all the desires of our 
depraved nature revolving in an endless round. It 
is true that conscience never dies ; but in the con- 
dition now contemplated, it is efiectually silenced by 
the clamour of desires, until disease or severe cala- 
mity, the result of our transgressions, shall oblite- 
rate or weaken desire, and then ensue the pangs of 
remorse. 
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Virtue is the triumph over depraved propensities. 
These often exist, undisclosed till opportunities 
exhibit them in action. The fiercest of animals are 
the most wary. To fulfil their destiny in creation, 
cunning is superadded to their terrible energies; 
and when to men of similar organization a powerful 
intellect is given, the result is the same : it is impos- 
sible to judge them by appearances in circumstances 
which do not tempt their essential characteristics. 
Such men are either virtuous or vicious to an extra- 
ordinary degree. If they refrain from vice their 
motives must be strong in proportion to their fierce 
propensities : if they yield, their motives are equally 
strong ; they always propose to themselves a definite 
purpose in every crime. The evil is enhanced when 
the mind is naturally inclined to that divine phi- 
losophy which delights in the contemplation of the 
Creator's works ; for that delight will continue, per- 
versely suggesting motives to unholy gratification, 
as the end and object of all that God has made so 
good. 

Does not something of the kind appear in Leo- 
nard's first letter to his father? To the reflective 
reader, as well as to his religious aunt, perhaps, it 
was evident that the fatal barrier was already passed. 
The language of intellectual grossness is always 
refined when it is expedient that its propensities 
should not be discovered. That letter was written 
by Leonard immediately after a severe depression 
of spirits, from which his seducer, the Count Val- 
remy, had delivered and raised him to exultation. 
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The pang of remorse which instantly follows the 
commission of the first crime, is like the enemy 
charging with fixed bayonets. 

** Away with this irrational sadness/' said the 
Count to the perverted yoath on that memorable 
morning. " Are you not in the Temple of Pleasnre ? 
Think of the past and the future, and bless your 
happy lot. We are all of us the sport of opinions 
that keep us from bliss, and torment us in the midst 
of enjoyment." 

*^ Thoughts wild and dreary tempest my soul. I 
would recall my innocence— «my ignorance of guilt; 
but, alas ! the wish redoubles my torment." 

** A proof that it is irratiandl, my firiend; for good 
is pleasant, evil is repulsive." 

Specious equivocation! Its epigrammatic turn 
captivated the youth: the effect was visible. The 
Count proceeded : — 

*' Al] quadrupeds can swim naturally ; but the 
first attempt is followed by painful fatigue : by de- 
grees, however, the natural effort is attended with 
natural pleasure in accordance with the Creator's 
will, who promises pleasure to every fulfilment of 
his laws ; and permits pain to result only in order 
to lead the transgressor into the natural path once 



more." 



Another equivocation, — ^true in point of fact, but 
vilely false in the theory which it was intended to 
enforce. Eager for consolation, the youth received 
the words in the intended meaning. This was evi- 
dent from the animation of his countenance, as if a 
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new ligbt had entered his mind. The Count followed 
Bp tis advantage : — 

'* Consider the young eagle in its first efforts to 
begin its glorious career. Fain and exhaustion 
attend and follow them; but nature still prompts 
the effort. Shall pain and exhaustion in the present 
dispel the brilliant hopes of the future ? No, no. 
Behold the young king of the mountain a wed^ 
hence, and see how he fans the buoyant air and 
stems the whistling breeze, breasting the storm that 
roused him from his nest, utterly oblivious of the 
pain that is past, happy and free as intended by the 
Creator. You smile, my dear young friend. Your 
brilliant refined mind has consoled itself; you have 
flung sadness to the winds. Let it be expelled for 
ever. It will never return. It cannot return. Let 
us go forth : I will teach you philosophy by sym- 
bols ; it has been my constant study ; and not in 
vain, if it has~ enabled me to rout your irrational 
depression." 

When we reflect how rapidly the mind embraces 
and expands suggestions which yield consolation, 
particularly when we are young and in the enjoy- 
ment of perfect health, is it to be wondered at that 
Leonard's depression gave place to serenity, soon to 
be followed by exultation when his perverter, ful- 
filling his promise, led him forth through many a 
walk and avenue, expatiating the while on the topics 
suggested by his numerous symbols, and instilling 
the sweetened poison of his " philosophy" into a 
mind ready, eager to drink the ^'leprous distilment?" 

f2 
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The Chateau VaLremy, or Temple of Pleasure 
will be subsequently described ; and should ieo^ 
nard's character, as before sketched from appear* 
anceSy be belied in the future, the moral will be 
evolved that " extremity is the trier of spirits," and 
that in good, as well as in evil, first impressions are 
generally fallacious, or at least subject to subsequent 
modifications. 

On the other hand, whatever may be the " end " 
of the Jesuit scheme now begun, it is a fearful 
thought to think into whose hands this youth has 
been fortuitously thrown. Of this result, the Jesuits 
are, of course, innocent : it will be a stumbling-block 
m their winding path; and it should remind eveiy 
reader, as well as the Jesuits, not to *^ count without 
his host.'' 



END OF PART I. 
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PART II. 

THE STRUGGLE. 

King Henry. Why then, good morrow to yoa all, my lords ; 
Have yoa lead o'er the letters that I sent yoa T 

WarwieJu We have^ my liege. 

JT. Hen» Then yoa perceire, the hody of oar kingdom. 
How foal it is ; — ^what rank diseases grow. 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War, It is but as a body, yet distemper*d ; 
Which to his former strength may be restored. 
With good adTlce, and little medicine -, — 
My lord Northamberland will soon be cool'd. 

Seemd Part of Henry IV. Act iii. Sc. 1. 



CHAPTER L 

THE TWO JESUITS AGAIN. 

Father Powel, otherwise Mr. Bainbridge, had 
given to his Provincial in England a true and cir- 
cumstantial account of his hopeful charge. Matters 
cursorily alluded to in Mrs. Balfour's letter to Mrs. 
Malcolm, had been fully detailed by the unfortunate 
Jesuit. What an example of self-devotion ! Father 
Powel was conscious that the whole blame would 
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be thrown on his shoulders ; and yet he extenuated 
nothing ; on the contrary, he described the present 
aspect of affairs as almost hopeless. In his cause 
every Jesuit forgets himself— or rather, that cause is 
himself: if it prevail, he prevails ; if it sinks, he 
sinks. Hence the unity of will that constitutes 
the indomitable character of the body. What are 
the paltry shudderings of self-love, to the clamorous 
life-instinct of the same motive power ? It is this 
life-instinct that rules the Jesuit heart, stifling every 
other selfish feeling when that life-instinct is endan- 
gered by the suggestions of the former. 

Father Powel expected blame, though conscious 
that he was only unfortunate, as the sequel will 
prove ; he was ready to bear the penalty, provided 
his truthful exposition of the case would, as he 
doubted not, suggest a remedy, or at least prevent 
a greater evil to the Society than the loss of a con- 
vert, and the contingent advantages. 

He was ordered to appear before his Provincial. 
Such are " the imperious family matters which su- 
pervened, and compelled his speedy return to Eng- 
land,*' as he writes to Mr. Devigne. 

To feel the full force of the culprit's castigation, 
the reader should imagine the man. He stood 
above the average height ; was strongly built, — a 
perfect union of manliness and intellectuality. His 
features were well chiseled ; his nose straight ; lips 
firm, habitually closed; and chin prominent; in 
short, when in repose, unmoulded into any shape, 
his natural expression of face was— determination. 
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His castigator, the Provinbial, was " a little man"— 
sjnall, thin, angular throughout — one of those men 
who either acquire to themselves boundless admi- 
ration and power, or crawl through life, like all little 
things, perpetually reminded of a deficiency — com- 
pelled to yield to the force of circumstances. 

Father Powel stands; the Provincial sits,-~his 
left hand hangs at his side ; his right is clenched, 
and rests on the table. He begins, — 

'^ So, then, you have managed to compromise this 
most important matter! An enterprise, whose re- 
sults promised to be so incalculable to the holy cause 
of religion. Wherefore were yim chosen, but on 
account of that prudence, that discretion, which we 
had thought you eminently possessed ? How are we 
deceived in you? And you have compromisedr— 
ruined all. You have done more, — ^you have sur- 
rendered a soul to perdition; can you answer for it? 
Can you wash your hands of that guilt, which is 
fearfully incurred by yielding the young to tempta- 
tion ? The ceaseless vigilance of three long years ; 
the patient preparation that must have succeeded ; 
the flashing certainty of success, — all, all as if it had 
never been ! Such is the omnipotent fiat of your 
infatuation ! You began the glorious creation — ^you 
reached the middle of the splendid week — ^yon re- 
pented of your work, resolved to annihilate what 
you had not patience to perfect, and determined, in 
your infatuation, that there should be no Sabbath 
for rest and rejoicing I" 

Father Powel, with eyes downcast, heard the 
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bitter reproaches inflicted " by virtue of holy obe- 
dience." He presumed not to reply, nor eyinced, 
by the slightest sign of impatience, a desire to de- 
fend, exculpate, or extenuate his conduct The 
Provincial continued: — 

" Do you know this Count Emile de Valremy ?** 
** I knew him before I entered religion.** 
" Then you knew the foulest enemy of our sacred 
cause. No reprobate fiend has tormented us like 
that monster of wickedness, unless all the princes 
of darkness dwell in his mind and heart. Such is 
the man you *knew.' Ah! I suspected as much. 
Behold ! behold the interminable — ^the etejnal con- 
sequences of our transgressions ! Multa flagella 
peccatoris. Who shall number the stripes that 
must fall on the sinner's back? You repented of 
your evil deeds done in the flesh ; you were ab- 
solved ; but your penalty is not complete. It 
scourges you even in your repentance ; and, in you, 
the holy cause which has deigned to admit you into 
the inheritance of the sons of God. Lacum aperuit 
et effodit eiim ; et incidit in foveam quam fecit.'** 
The penitent sighed ; his reprover exclaimed—- 
*^ Beatus vir cui non imputavit Dominus pecca- 
tam, nee est in spiritu ejus dolus If Oh I happy is 
the lot of him whom Heaven has timely invited to 
g^ve unto God the days of his innocence/ Pure of 

<** " He made a pit, and digged It, and ia fallen into the ditch which 
h^ made." — Psalm vii. 

t " Bleseed is the man unto whom the Lord imputeth not iniquity, 
and in whose spirit there is no guile."— P^Zm xxzii. 
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heart and clean of hands, his spotless name shines 
forth a defiance to the enemy. Strong in his inno- 
cence, he can reprove unanswered the world of sin. 
Who shall dare to lift the finger, and say to him, 
You have done as I do ?'* 

The Provincial knelt, repeating the Vent Creator. 
Father Powel rehearsed the alternate stanzas in a 
firm, deliberate tone, and ended with gushing devo« 
tion; for he rejoiced in being deemed worthy to 
Sufier reproach, without being conscious of having, 
in the immediate cause, deserved blame. 

Then the Provincial rose, calm and placid, as part 
of a wave gathered in the basin of a rock, when 
that wave has broken and spent its fury. He re-* 
sumed sweetly— 

^^ Tell me, brother, all that has happened ; fill up 
the necessary blanks of your letters ; and the Holy 
Spirit will direct us how to meet this evil, and turn 
it into good. Intellectum tibi dabo, et instruam te 
in vi& h&c, quk gradieris: firmabo super te oculos 
meos."* 

'' I recognised the man as soon as he entered the 
vessels though I had not seen him for many years. 
I tried to escape his notice, but failed. My pupil 
would remain on deck; whilst urging him to de« 
scend, Valremy approached. The recognition was 
unavoidable. I contrived to fence his questions, lest 
my position might be betrayed. When I found 
that he had interested my pupil, and reflected what 

* '^ I will instrnct thee, and teach thee in the way which thou ihalt 
go : I wiU guide thee with mine eye.*'— P^iZm zzxii. 
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might be the conseqaences should the Count make 
the remotest allusion to my history, I was compelled 
to embrace the desperate expedient of throwing my- 
self on his mercy. I took him aside ; he gave me 
his word to respect my secret." 

"Did you tell all?" 

" I did not ; in fact, I merely explained to him 
that I had taken orders in the Church of England, 
and hoped that, the past being past, I might trust 
in him, as a man of honour, to respect the secret of 
my former life." 

The Provincial sighed. He asked, — 

''Do you imagine that he does not know your 
present connection?" 

Father Powel was surprised by a slight hesitation ; 
but he answered, — 

" I fear he does. There was that in his eye which 
could not conceal all his thoughts, and his hands 
twitched convulsively." 

The Provincial clasped his hands, exclaiming,-*- 

" Oh ! what an abyss of infinite craft are the 
mind and heart of this awful man t Tes, his infer- 
nal vow is recorded in letters of fire on the walls of 
hell ; he will torment us to the end." 

Father Powel continued,— 

" The intimacy between the Count and my pupil 
increased. I cautioned the latter ; but, headstrong 
as he is, he disregarded my advice. There was mj 
dilemma. I feared to exert my authority, lest I 
should compromise our hopes in my ward ; for his 
resentments are strong, and were to be deprecated: 
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whilst I feared to offend the Count, lest he should 
betray me ; for what faith can be placed in the word 
of a libertine ? 

" By the time we reached Paris, I saw with grief 
that the man had completely fascinated my pupil. 
I could only dissemble my grief; it was expedient 
to yield. Alas ! would that I could say that my 
worst fears were not realized ! In the short space 
of two months, the perverse youth has left nothing 
unlearned in the career of vice. like a torrent 

m 

bursting its banks, libertinism has deluged his heart; 
he has gratified every desire. I was compelled to 
have eyes, and yet not see — ears, and yet hear not— 
a tongue, and yet not speak ; for, as a consequence 
of his debaucheries, his impatience of reproof has 
increased tenfold, and his pride in his infernal ' suc- 
cesses' is beyond computing." 

The Provincial raised his hands, exclaiming, '^ Ani- 
ma mea turbata est vald^ I sed tu, Domine, usque- 
qu6?* Brother, you have done all that could be 
done ; God will. do what remains to be done. There 
is hope — ^yes, there is hope — mightier hope than 
ever. The violence of his transgression shall chas- 
tise the wayward youth — the hour of remorse shall 
come, and conquer. Did that hour not bring i/ou 
to repentance? Is not the satiety of vice the re- 
turning appetite of virtue ? And does not Heaven 
often make calamity the harbinger of grace descend- 
ing? Do not such events perpetually hover over 

* ** My soul is also sore Tezed : but thou, O Lord, how loog?"— 
Psalm ▼!. 
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those who live in habitual sin ? Is not the scourge 
of the sinner always ready to fall, when mercy is 
decreed? And now that we have done all that 
could be done, what remains but to pray and watch, 
and bide the opportunity ? Yes, there is mightier 
hope than ever ; difficulties are diminished; he shall 
be humbled. His self-righteousness was an in- 
superable bar to the grace of conversion. Let his 
passions overpower him; we shall know how to 
bring forth good from evil. Ohl^ 'tis the sedate*- 
those who seem to themselves free from the vices of 
other men — 'tis such as these who resist us. Their 
pride in righteousness renders them as stones to the 
showers of Heaven. Ay ! better be a publican in sin, 
than a saint in self-righteousnessJ* 

Thus ended this important interview. Its sequel 
was a " consultation," or a summary of " progress," 
^ven by the reverend Provincial to his ^' assistants." 
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CHAPTER IL 

A CONSULTATION, 

The Provincial is seated at a table ; his papers are 
unfolded : the " assistants" are about to be informed 
of an important matter — tlieir natural curiosity is 
sanctified by its holy object. As in most otheir 
" consultations,** it will be found that all agree with 
the " man in authority." The Provincial is thfe 
man ; he speaks : 

" There is good hope of the father*s conversion, 
by means of his former mistress, whom he loves 
passionately, and proposes to marry. The conver- 
sion is to be ardently desired ; not so the marriage, 
which is, of course, for obvious reasons,* rather to 
be prevented. This ' transaction' is in the hands of 
Father Percival, who has our instructions on the 
subject. He informs me that Mr. Devigne has 
seemed, of late, more disinclined than he had reason 
to believe him. He is unable to account for the 
change. The marriage is no longer talked of : the 
man's mind seems to be engrossed by some projectf 

* On account of the inheritance, 
t Of course, Mr. Benbow's proposal. 
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which he conceals from Father Percival, now his 
intimate friend. The knowledge of that fact might 
advance our object : Father Percival has tha dis- 
covery at heart. 

" The position of the son is critical. He has 
taken to evil courses. The fiend of our Holy So- 
ciety, Valremy, has pounced upon him ; the tiger 
drinks the blood of his prey : but the prey still 
lives — he shall be saved. This unexpected con- 
juncture could not be obviated by Father Powel : 
I am satisfied with his conduct ; but the knowledge 
of his former connection with that evil man may 
reflect dishonour on our Holy Society : that misfor' 
tune will be averted hy our Holy Father General. Of 
course, he is recalled ; since his remaining with his 
debauched pupil would be a disgrace to our Holy 
Society if discovered, and be otherwise dangerous, 
as he would be* blamed for neglect. There was 
peril in his removal, lest his place might be sup- 
plied by an enemy : still, the greater evil was to 
le shunned by preference; but, by the advice of 
Father Powel, delicately hinted, backed by the de- 
cided counsel of Father Percival, and the father's 
infatuation coinciding with the youth's perversity, 
the coast is clear : the youth proceeds to Home 
unaccompanied. We have taken measures. You 
will find the details of the whole ' transaction' in 
this document, prepared for Holy Father General. 
Father Powel will start with it to-morrow, and will 
deliver it in person." 

The document being read, he resumed : — 
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" Our cause is in the hands of God ; but human 
means are His instruments in the government of 
men, and the forwarding of events that sway man's 
destiny. In this other document, you will find the 
course proposed, and submitted to your approval. 
Circumstances favour us, as you will perceive." 

He read the document ; the assistants expressed 
their hearty approbation. 

*' It must succeed !" they exclaimed, simultane- 
ously. With solemn energy the Provincial re- 
sumed : — 

" Nay, say rather that it may succeed ; for who 
butt he Buler of events can say * mut{* with regard 

to the future ? We have traced probable 

events in their probable successions : the human 
lieart, in its daily workings, has been our guide; 
but anomalies may chance, and the link be broken. 
Our holy cause will then suggest the remedy : we 
must meet the exigence with the appropriate change 
of process. 

*' The most salutary effect on the cause of Catho^ 
Seity must ensue from that conversion. The father's 
conversion is but to diminish the difficulties of that 
of the son. Our all-important object is the conver- 
sion of the heir, and its probable results. 

" See the effect of a single conversion, even in the 
humbler walks of life ! How the neophyte strives 
to multiply the grain of grace which he has re- 

* Strange, Uiat the man Bhonld have used this yery word himself, 
page 71. Inoonsistency characterises the human mind more than 
mutability. 
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ceiyed ! Perhaps he has been a libertine : he for- 
sakes, at our bidding, the haunts of vice. He is 
ridiculed, perhaps abused. Exhortation fortifies his 
fleshy heart : he stands firm. Then his manly for- 
titude appeals to some latent principle in the 
breast of some companion ; for admiration is often 
the secret of ridicule : the neophyte's example 
tempts to imitation. 

" Perhaps he has defrauded his neighbour : we 
require him to make restitution secretly, stating the 
cause of his justice, namely, his conversion. The 
receiver is moved by his arguments — ^the grace is 
often extended and multiplied. Again, perhaps he 
has calumniated a neighbour. His heart is fortified 
to make reparation. He is made to humble himself 
for the sake of his religion. He seeks the injured 
party ; throws himself at his feet and humbly begs 
pardon for the injury, offering to retract in the 
presence of the witnesses of his guilt What an 
example to the world is this self-abnegation ! How 
few can imagine it possible ! And who can resist 
the sweet emotion produced by such celestial can- 
dour ? Renewed friendship ensues ; the grain of 
grace is multiplied; whole faI^ilies owe the grace 
of conversion to that effort, which is rendered easy 
to the human heart by the satisfying motives of 
religion, developed by a skilful director. 

^^ But in the higher walks of life, results are not 
the less certain for being brought about by different 
means. Here education permits a greater power 
to be displayed in influencing the minds of men. 
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To thoughtful men, example becomes a subject of 
thought : men reason on a change that appears so 
brilliantly for the better. Discussion is encouraged ; 
human ranity fans the flame : the arguments of the 
neophyte come always from the heart, and therefore 
reach the heart. 

'' But how vastly is their influence increased by 
the exalted rank of the convert ! As in the case 
before us, which we confidently hope for. A youth 
of talent, beauty, grace, and wealth, creates a sen- 
sation by his conversion : it becomes the world's 
rumour, the world's wonder. The execrable fanatics 
of the Press spread the fame of what they call a 
' perversion :' their alarm does our cause infinite 
service ; for their abuse is understood by thoughtful 
men, and only gratifies kindred fanatics, as short- 
sighted as the writers themselves. Oh ! how their 
stupid abuse does us good. In truth, the little 
they really know of us, compels them to resort to 
vulgar abuse ; nor would we shrink, perhaps, from 
explaining all our means, if we could enlighten their 
benighted minds as to the glorious ends to which 
they tend. Yes, we have reason to be thankful 
that a jealous rancour is the first eflect produced on 
these fanatics by our prominent conversions. . . • 

" Their silent patience were ir^nitely less desirable. 

" Let us then pray that we may proceed as we 
have begun, to the end — the entire conversion of 
this land of heresy — once * the island of saints.' 
Humble instruments in the hands of Christ, ser- 
vants of His Holy Mother, sons of Holy Father 

a 
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Ignatius, let us march on, battling for the triumph 
of the Faith ; and, by our sacred cause, confident 
of victory." 

On the following day Father Percival, otherwise 
the unfortunate Mr. Bainbridge, set off, en route for 
Borne, with the despatches, to the General of the 
Society of Jesus. He reached his destination some 
time before his pupil, now under the tuition of the 
redoubtable Valremy. 
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CHAPTER III. 

CORRESPONDENCE — A NEW ACQUAINTANCE, 



The Provincial of France to the Provincial 

OF England. 

Reverend Father^ 

Your admirable suggestion has been attended 
with results that seem to promise an outlet to our 
present straits. The youth has been introduced to 
M. Duplessis, our procurator ; for he is the person 
whom we have deemed most capable of counter^ 
acting the nefarious designs of the execrable Val* 
remy. 

M. Duplessis has done us good service before: 
he is a great friend of religion, and strives his 
utmost to second the efforts of its ministers. A man 
of wit and refinement ; pretty regular in his attend* 
ance at confession and communion ; in short, one 
whose worldliness tends to a good end, the good 
repute of religion. He takes a most praiseworthy 

G 2 
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pride in promoting our most holy cause ; is, in fact, 
our most influential friend in society. As such we 
esteem him greatly, and, duly considering the good 
he does, we are the more induced to overlook certain 
weaknesses of his character, when we reflect that 
the time will come when his worldliness must give 
place to the letter and spirit of the law. 

He is a widower, with an only daughter — a girl 
of considerable attractions- — betrothed to M. Gra- 
mont, the implacable enemy of C!ount Valremy, the 
intimate friend of this misguided youth. 

We explained to M. Duplessis our paternal soli- 
citude respecting young Devigne ; and he at once 
comprehended our object, undertaking to promote 
it by all means in his power. 

Concerning Mile. Duplessis, we regret to say 
that we cannot speak very favourably. Her father 
cannot induce her to frequent the Confessional. She 
ia pretty regular at church, but it seems more to 
display her charms and dress than In compliance 
with the commandment of the church. We could 
wish that she were out of the way ; for there is dan- 
ger in the contact ; but the pernicious influence of 
the fiend Valremy is more to be dreaded ; and M. 
Duplessis will, we firmly hope, be able to counter- 
act it : moreover, she is betrothed to M. Gramont. 

We have thought it best to state all the circum- 
stancesy in order to be aided by your valuable 
advice. 

How unfortunate was that meeting of Father 
Powel with that demon Valremy ! What inexpli- 
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cable means must that man possess to watch all ear 
movements ! 

But, with the aid of Heaven, all difficulties must 
eventually be surmounted. What can we do but 
watch and pray, and pray and watch for the oppor- 
tunity ? 

To remove the youth from this place of contagion 
is now of the utmost importance. That he has 
deeply indulged in vice, is but too certain ; but as 
this presupposes the absence of religious control of 
any kind, we may perhaps have reason to hope from 
this very fact, that when the proper influence is 
brought to bear upon him directly, it will find him 
more ready to yield. Doubtless he cannot be in 
•better hands until his departure for Rome, which, 
we trust, will be expedited by the advice of Father 
Percival. 

In conclusion, very Rev. Father, we beg to assure 
you of our perfect consideration and fraternal love. 

Etienne Maugras. 

Leonard Dhvigne to Count Valremy. 

My dear Count, 

Your absence is a calamity. Why have you 
left me to Tnyselfy now that I need your voice, your 
eye, to keep me from sinking ? What am I without 
you^ my dearest friend ? Little did I think that the 
price of pleasure was so great. I can only pay it in 
instalments : I pay it daily, hourly ; but, alas ! when 
shall the capital be liquidated entirely? It seems 
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to me that I shall never be happy again. The past 
fills me with horror, the present gives no consola- 
tion ; can I dare to contemplate the future ? 

With what eagerness did I yearn to be wise in 
that which, known, clouds my mind with the dark- 
ness of guilt ! 

I accuse you not, my dear friend ; /am to blame : 
I sinned willingly ; I bear the penalty. 

Ever . since you left Paris, I have been wretched 
beyond endurance. My nights have been sleepless, 
my days all gloom and sadness. I have prayed for 
your return, hoping for consolation ; for you have 
the art to convince me that I am wrong when I feel 
that I am right ; and oh, how sweet would be that 
. conviction now in my bitter remorse ! 

Providence has given me a friend, a gentleman 

to whom I was introduced at M 's. He called 

yesterday. I was much pleased with him. I men- 
tioned your name ; he spoke highly of your talents, 
but regretted that certain important considerations 
prevented his being otherwise than your acquidnt- 
ance. Of course I did not press the question. His 
name is Buplessis. 

He has invited me to his house. I felt the better 
for his visit. I could not help comparing him with 
you, my dear Count. In many points he resembles 
you (no small praise) ; but I could not help observ- 
ing the strict propriety of his conversation, notwith- 
standing the evident impression left in my mind 
that M. Duplessis is a man of the world. I shall 
spend this evening with him. 
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In the earnest hope that you will soon return, n^y 
dear friend, 

I am yours inveterately, 

Leonard Deyione. 

At the house of M. Duplessis, Leonard becomes 
a daily visitor. Three or four weeks elapsed ; the 
charm of the attraction was not diminished. The 
following chapter will discover its results. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THREE SCENES. 



" I TELL you, Adele, your conduct is most impro- 
per — disgraceful!" exclaimed M. Duplessis, to his 
daughter Mile. Adele Duplessis. 

" I am sorry to hear it, father." 

" You are engaged to M. Gramont, are you not?" 

" I believe I am." 

" And yet you think proper to flirt with Mr. 
Devigne?'* 

« Flirt ! flirt 1 father ; what is it tofliH ?" 

« Shall I tell you ? Do you not know ? What 
mean your glances, your gestures, your compli- 
ments?" 

« Civility, father." 

"Civility! Will Ae think it only ctw% ? If you 
tempt men, can you blame them for presuming ?" 

" I dovLt blame Mr. Devigne, father." 

** But I blame you ; your conduct is most impro- 
per. I forbid you to show him any attentions for 
the future." 



HARD WORDS ON BOTH SIDES. 89 

" Be SO good, father, as to explain what you 
mean. I don't understand you." 

** You don't ? Shall I be compelled to forbid your 
presence when he visits me ?" 

" When he visits y<w, father, do just as you 
please ; but — ^but — " 

** But what ? Was there ever such filial imper- 
tinence ? Why don't you study your duty to your 
lather, disobedient as you are ; impious I may almost 
call you ? Why don't you attend to your religious 
duties ? Tell me that:" 

" Oh I as for that the answer is easy enough — 
one out of a family to supply the Jesuits with 
secrets, is quite enough in all conscience." 

" What do you mean, impertinent ?" 

*' Oh ! of course, I allude to the late affair. I 
need not repeat the circumstances. The reverend 
Jesuits know nothing by confession they tell us, 
and yet they know everything out of it ; they don't 
need my services. CSertainly, I don't need theirs." 

*< Do you dare to insinuate ought against the holy 
Fathers ?" 

^^ Holy enough, I dare say; but the late affair. 
Think of that^ father. A wife set against her hus- 
band — made to ruin him pour V amour du ban Dieu I 
Only because the holy Fathers thought him inclined 
to the doctrines of Luther. Well, he's in prison 
now ; doubtless, the holy fathers will be able to 
confirm his faith by this divine misfortune, brought 
about for tbe good of his soul by Divine Provi- 
dence." 
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" Wretched girl ! where did you become so 
wicked?" 

" Am I wicked, father, for pitying the misfortune 
of others?" 
^ " You have slandered the Fathers." 

" I beg their pardon, if — " 

"If! I say you have. 'Tis your wickedness,* 
your undutifulness, your impiety, that makes you 
speak against the men of God; but what has all 
this to do with my injunction respecting Mr. De- 
vigne?" 

" I think you drew me on the subject, father." 

" Once more I tell you that I disapprove entirely 
of your conduct towards Mr. Devigne^ or rather 
towards M. Gramont. I expect a change*' 

" Forbid him the house, father.' 

" Keep your advice till it is asked, impertinent.' 

*^ It seems to me, that if Mr. Devigne is my 
temptation — '* 

" Will you hold your tongue^ Miss ? " 

Mile. Duplessis left the roonu 

Almost immediately after, M. Gramotit wad an- 
nounced. M« Duplessis soon joined him in the 
parlour. 

" Ah ! my friend, glad to see you. But yon 
seem ill at ease. May I know the reason ?" , 

" M. Duplessis, I believe you to be a man of 
honour." 

•* Sir, I answer to the name." 

" Your daughter, Mile, Duplessis, must feel as 
you do in the matter of honour—" 
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1 
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" Doubtless, my friend." 

" Well, my dear M. Duplessis, how comes it that 
she corresponds with another ?" 

" Corresponds ! You have been misinformed. 
My daughter is incapable of the thing. She is as 
honourable as she is dutiful. A girl who is every- 
thing that a father can wish, will certainly deceive 
no man. You have been misinformed, my dear 
friend. AH young ladies have enemies — my daugh- 
ter more than any — and 'tis easily explained : she 
excels them all, in wit and beauty. The fact is» 
your jealousy has been excited by the visits of my 
young friend Devigne; but rest assured, you are 
quite safe — Ms destiny is appointed by Heaven. I 
have very particular reasons for permitting his visits. 
Adele loves you. Be satisfied with my assurance. 
She shall be yours : I have promised. It is to 
extricate this youth from the infernal meshed of 
Valremy that I permit his visits. Will you not 
consent to aid in thwarting your enemy? This 
misguided youth has unluckily fallen into the temp- 
ter's hands : I pity him, knowing the fate of all 
whom that man resolves to ruin. I have very par- 
ticular reasons for befriending him. Take my word 
for it. Besides, my dear friend, why should you 
fear him ? Have I not a hundred reasons for gir- 
ing you my daughter ? Have I not promised ? 
Has she not pledged her love to you ? Am I not 
sure that she loves you ? Am I not sure that she 
is most faithful to you ?"....• 

*^ Enough, my dear M. Duplessis, I am satisfied*^' 
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" A little jealousy gives a stimulus to love — 'tis 
its defence, like the sting of the bee : only we must 
not drive it too home, lest love expire by the wound 
it inflicts. Adele will be with you presently." 

M. Duplessis retired. 

Mile. Duplessis entered in about ten minutes, 
her face rather flushed, her lips rather pale, her 
eyes somewhat fiery. 

M. Oramont rose and made his compliments. 

*^ 'Tis a delightful day, Adele ; I thought you 
might like a walk in the gardens." 

** Not to-day, I thank you." 

"Why not, Adele?*' 

" Must one give reasons for everything?" 

" You seem angry, Adele ?" 

•* Do I ? You are very clear-sighted/' 

" How very sharp !" 

« Youthmkso?" 

"I/ee/it, AdeW 

" I'm very sorry for it*** 

" Truly, I can make nothing of you. Six days of 
the week yon maltreat me ; I am fortunate if yon 
smile on me once ; I can never count on the lucky 
day." 

" Then be grateful for your Sabbath when it 
comes." 

" Adele, do you love me?" 

" Have you not asked me that question a hundred 
times? Must I write the answer on a wheel, and 
give it perpetual . motion to satisfy you at every 
revolution?" 
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" What can I do to make you always kind 
tome?" 

" Be always a manP 

" Am I not a man, now ?" 

« No." 

"Why not?" 

" Because you whrne^ 

" Is it not my love for you that makes me seem 
weak?" 

" Heaven knows ! I can't dive into the question." 

" Forgive me, Adele, but you do not act kindly 
by m^, at least." 

" By uihjom else, then?" 

" No, no, I mean that I deserve a better fate." 

" You have a good opinion of yourselt" 

" What would I not give to know how to please 
you." 

"ShaUItellyou?" 

"Do, dearest Adelel" 

" Well, I'll tell you what I hate. I hate to feel 
that I am incapable orinspiring such love as admits 
of no rivalship. I hate to see a man act as though 
he were in that condition. I hate to be suspected; 
and shall, perhaps, end with hating the man who 
suspects me. Meditate this till we meet again." 

Hereupon Mile. Duplessis darted out of the room. 
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CHAPTER V. 



PROPAGANDISM. 



The three scenes just given had scarcely ended, — 
M. Gramont had scarcely left the house when 
Leonard Deyigne made his morning call. 

He was received by M. Duplessis with the greatest 
civility ; and an animated conversation soon ensued. 

"How strange it is," said M. Duplessis, "that 
the differences in religious belief should so far blight 
the sympathies of men, as to make foes of natural 
brothers, as we all are ! " 

"The more strange," said Leonard, "when we 
reflect, that although he everywhere preached his 
pure morality, Christ condemned no man for his 
faith: but he lashed many for their hardness of 
heart, cruelty, and hypocrisy. In modern times, 
the reverse has taken place — Christians have chosen 
rather to imitate their pagan persecutors than their 
divine example." 

" I agree with you, Mr. Devigne ; charity 
should be the mark to characterise the children of 
the God of charity. I, for my part, totally disap- 
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prove of the severities which our church-governors 
have thought proper at times, to inflict on those 
who conscientiously dissented from our creed." 

"And are you really a Catholic in the strictest 
sense of the word, M. Duplessis ? Do you really 
believe all that strict Catholics are said to believe ? 
You seem to me a man of the world : I confess 
your occasional 'pious' remarks have surprised 
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" No doubt, no doubt ; the fact is, I am naturally 
inclined to sacred studies, — and, besides, why should 
religion render us gloomy t Still less should my 
religion, which has, I may say, spiritualised every 
human feeling, and purified even sensuality of its 
grossness." 

" I have been led to believe quite the contrary." 

" Doubtless. Everything is misrepresented : to 
ignorance and malice nothing is sacred : the ig- 
norant and the malicious share the world." 

" Then you would not have me believe that 
Catholics are priest-ridden; that the secrets of 
families are pried into for a purpose not always 
divine ; in short, that whilst all your external senses 
are intensely gratified by the play-toys, if I may 
so call them, of religion, your minds and con- 
sciences are enslaved by the most uncompromising 
tyranny?" 

" That view of the fact may be taken, my dear 
sir : but the Catholic sees no inconveniences in the 
fact as it presents itself to his mind : an influence is 
admitted, the consequences flow : he complains not : 
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there can be no tyranny where men are willing to 
obey. You must distinguish between matters of 
mere discipline and matters of faith : to a man of 
your enlightened mind an examination of the sub- 
ject in all its bearings would, I am convinced, lead 
to at least a neutral opinion, if I may be allowed 
the expression. In myself you see one who will 
quarrel with no man on account of his belief. Con- 
tent if his feelings be right, I refer his faith to the 
tribunal above ; and am ready to befriend Protestant 
as well as Catholic to the utmost of my power. So 
you perceive I am no persecutor." 

*' Indeed, I like your sentiments : we shall agree 
right well.*' 

" You honour me by the assurance : 1 reciprocate 
the sentiment most cordially. Always welcome at 
my house, it will be my endeavour to render your 
stay at Paris agreeable, and we shall think of your 
visit with pleasure." 

This complimentary address was duly appreciated; 
— Leonard took leave more pleased than ever with 
his new acquaintance; but somewhat annoyed at 
not having seen Mile. Duplessis. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



CANDID CONFESSIONS. 



The reader need not be assured that there is some- 
thing more than " civility " between Leonard and 
Mile. Duplessis. 

If the altercation between the father and daughter 
evinces less filial respect on the part of the latter 
than beseems a daughter, M« Duplessis proved, by 
his remarks to M. Gramont, what may be commonly 
observed, that parents do not always believe what 
they say. Children usually make this discovery, 
and then they repeat the fifth commandment as a 
task. 

The captivation between the parties was mutuaL 
Perhaps, a trivial commonplace coquetry — a species 
of dishonesty that is often indulged in without com- 
puting consequences, often so disastrous. 

Leonard was aware of the lady*s engagement ; but 
the wild, disreputable career into which he had em- 
barked, had already made desii*e the rule of his 

H 



98 THE MOST PERSUASIVE MYSTIFIER. 

conduct. With regard to Mile. Duplessis, his In- 
tentions were most honourable ; but the error was 
in making, in the first instance, an advance into a 
territory preoccupied. 

Had the lady not encouraged, perhaps the lover 
would have retired ; for, in spite of the mystifications 
which young ladies sometimes put forth through 
spitefulness, or in self-defence, it may be certain that 
very rigid propriety in a young lady is sure to keep 
young gentlemen in order. How can Mile. Du- 
plessis be justified in thinking of another in her 
state of engagement? Has not the reader perceived 
in the lady's sarcastic replies to M. Gramont, a strong 
efiFort of conscience to justify the change of her sen- 
timent? In those replies, the young lady's character 
is faithfully reflected. No one should justify pre- 
varication : but the human heart — is it not a gay 
and fond deceiver? Is it not a most persuasive 
mystifier — ^ fruitfiil in argument, always eloquent, 
generally successful in its endeavour to have its own 
way ? But does Adele need defence ? 

Perhaps the reader has sided with the lady in her 
contempt for her "whining" lover; perhaps he is 
a despicable man ; perhaps it will appear so in the 
sequel ; but for the present we have only to consider 
the lady's " prevarication," or change of mind, and 
wait for consequences. 

Why did not M. Duplessis act the candid part 
with M. Gramont and Leonard Devigne, and so, 
perhaps, obviate unpleasantness ? His object was to 
serve the Jestdts^ to whom he was under some very 
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peculiar obligations. We have witnessed his du- 
plicity. 

Leonard had been introduced to M. Gramont ; 
but, of course, they did not " coalesce" — to borrow 
the youth's expression. They were, however, very 
civil to each other, just as two tigers of equal strength, 
approaching a common prey in a jungle, where on« 
is an intruder. 

M. Gramont's accusation respecting a ^'corres- 
pondence " was correct : how he discovered the feet 
will appear in the sequel. 

The state of affairs at the present period of the 
narrative is a striking illustration of results unex- 
pectedly flowing from any given step in life. In 
Leonard's case, it also indicates that want of religious 
principle which is the only true element of self- 
restraint and virtuous conduct. 

It chanced, on the following day, that Leonard 
was not disappointed of seeing Mile.* Duplessis. 
She was alone ; he was thus doubly fortunate. 
Mile. Duplessis was in a fine flow of spirits. On 
entering, Leonard approached Adele : he presented 
her with two beautiful flowers. 

" Let this," said he, smiling, ** be an emblem of 
your beautiful eyes, and this the image of your 
bosom — ^I could not find one to represent your hearty 
dear Adele." 

" I should think not," she>eplied,. with vivacity ; 
" how could you ? Will not all flowers fade, change, 
and perish?" 

Adele opened the piano, and dashed off a brilliant 

H 2 
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sjrmphony, preluding a gay thrilling air, which she 
sang with exquisite taste. 

" Now, Mr. Devigne, you promised to sing me a 
song of your own composition : oblige me with it 
now, if you please." 

Leonard gladly assented. He snatched the lady's 
guitar, which lay on the piano. In the romantic 
ideas which had lately possessed his mind, he had 
taken lessons on that instrument ; and, by dint of 
hard practice, he could already accompany himself 
with ease, if not with elegance. Then, snatching 
the guitar, he sang— 

THE SONG OF HOPE. 

I would speak — ^but the words 

WiU not come at my call. 
Yet the bosom that heaves 

And the eyelids that fall 

Will tell how I loYe ! 
Will tcU how I love! 
Then sweetly she '11 smile. 

And a sigh she will sigh, 
From the lips that I love, 

And that eloqnent eye. 

I would speak — but what words 

To her heai't can convey 
The wish and the hope— 

If my sighs cannot say, 

And tell how I love. 
And tell how I love ? 
Ah ! sweetly she '11 smile, 

And a sigh she will sigh, 
From the lips that I love. 

And that eloquent eye. 
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" Excessively sweet, Mr. Devigne. I like it ex- 
ceedingly. You must teach it me." 

"Arid you'll sing it?" 
Oh, yes.' 
And feel ar 

"Can you doubt it?' 

" Oh ! how is it that I am happy only when I am 
with you ? Why should our hearts not be united 
for ever ? May I not believe that I am beloved ?" 

She answered not, but her unreluctant hand was 
kissed by the lover : tender words were uttered, and 
then — they plighted hearts. Mile. Duplessis re- 
signed M. Gramont. 

. On the same evening Leonard wrote a letter to 
his absent friend, Count Valremy. It is given in the 
following chapter. What work this misguided 
youth is giving the Jesuits ! His perversity abuses 
all the " holy means " they adopt for the pious end 
— his conversion, &c. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ELUCIDATIONS, AND A REPLY. 

If marriage be the crisis of a man's life, it behoves 
him to " think well on 't" ere he makes the experi- 
ment. Leonard has just been " accepted." Whe- 
ther he has thought " well on 't" is, perhaps, not 
very evident : it is this uncertainty, or improbability, 
which compels us to venture a few elucidations. 
Mrs. Balfour's letter to his aunt, and his own to 
Count Valremy, have doubtless excited the reader's 
curiosity. To expatiate on revolting scenes of pro- 
fligacy, even when veiled in the garb of factitious 
refinement, is totally beside the purpose and aim of 
this narrative. Even the sight of a dissected body 
— the sight of a skeleton — will make a sensitive 
mind shudder : the heart revolts from the contem- 
plation of all that is ghastly. How much more 
from the ghastliness of vice ! the horrors of profli- 
gacy! If a few strong hearts grow wiser at the 
contemplation, how naturally will the weak mistake 
temptation for an irresistible impulse of their nature ! 



PERVERSITY. 103 

It is better to believe all men innocent, than to trace 
them, step by step, from innocence to confirmed 
guiltiness. We speak to the young, the innocent— » 

" Where ignorance is bliss, 't were folly to be wise.*' 

Emancipated from the restraints of his home, this 
apfarenJdy timid, bashful youth was suddenly thrown 
into the vortex of gay society. As will presently be 
shown, strong temptations were prepared for him 
by his evil genius — the fearful Valremy. Surprised, 
undefended, he fell without a struggle. The Jesuit 
who had him in charge was compelled to relinquish 
his prey by the fear of consequences, which might 
not only compromise himself, but the society to 
which he belonged. 

The visitations of remorse — ^that guardian angel 
of coaisoience — ?were not denied him ; but he abused 
the gift of Heaven ; he mocked the whispers of ce- 
lestial warning ; he sought, in firesh excitement, the 
oblivion of those serious thoughts which assail the 
guilty, like armed battalions. Fresh temptations 
were not wanting ; fresh crimes were committed. 

In his profligate pursuits he seemisd to concentrate 
all the powers of his mind ; for it was a triumph that 
he had in view in every instance* The ingenuity of 
his contrivances astonished even his reprobate mas* 
ter, Valremy. The secrecy of his manoeuvres would 
have done credit to the Jesuits. 

Notwithstanding, what was there in his features 
that indicated his desperate change ? His respected 
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aunt would have seen nothing to excite suspicion. 
A more decided expression of features, a greater 
steadiness of eye, a more vivid glance, a firmer 
and fuller tone of voice, a more glowing expression 
of sentiment ; these results would have gratified ; 
and she would never have imagined the scenes 
wherein his eye, his glance, his voice, his sentiment, 
put forth all their fascinations. Copying his master, 
the unfortunate youth studied to become perfect in 
all the arts of seduction — a splendid deception. 

In reply to his letter, given in a former chapter. 
Count Valremy wrote as follows : — 

" My promising Pupil, 

" From your dismal letter, I concluded that you 
are ripe for another piece of innocent recreation. 
Let me have the interesting details as soon as you 
have performed the exploit. 

" I read your lamentations with considerable inte- 
rest, my friend. I also felt duly compunctious for 
having, on one or two occasions (not more^ you 
know), seconded your ambitious projects. All your 
other achievements are your own; you deserve aU 
their merit. Then, wherefore do you by implication 
reflect your meritorious guilt on me? Shall I freshen 

your memory respecting , and call to your 

remembrance the beautiful ; and, above aU, 

enter into the details of the afiair at Versailles? 
Think of these exploits, my friend, and your gloom 
will vanish ; but I doubt not you have already added 
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another to the list. I burn with impatience for the 
details, which, as a matter of course, you will be 
proud to describe. 

" You are very much like myself, my dear friend.. 
You are * vicious' on principle ^ more than by/?r<?- 
pensity. So, perhaps, you'll turn saint before you 
die ; that is, you '11 change the object of ambition. 
Had you been a mere brute of sensualism, it would 
have taken you years to acquire the skill you have 
attained in four or five months. But, in point of 
fact, you came into the world fashioned for a se- 
ducer, only needing opportunity to fulfil your destiny. 
You would make an excellent Jesuit ; but, as long 
as I live, that shall never be : I would rather have 
you as you are, hoping that you will be the means, 
like myself, in the hands of Providence, to thwart 
the nefarious designs of that execrable confrater- 
nity. 

** So you have been thrown under the wing of the 
piotts Duplessis. I am very glad of it ; for I know 
you too well not to perceive what is in the fates. 
Go forth and prosper. I shall be much obliged to you. 
You '11 have it all your own way. 

" Doubtless you would like to know your man ; 
you '11 unravel the lady yourself. J have never seen 
her. 

'^ Duplessis is the tool of the Jesuits ; in fact, I 
believe he is a Jesuit, and a very clever one into the 
bargain ; for he manages to spend a vast deal of their 
money in pious purposes they know not of, and they 
think hiin a pious man for his services, which have 
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been vabtabk; tbaJfc is, he has brought them in some 
good round sums, by way of legacies, from dying 
Christians. He acts as a sort of commissioner 
for the reverend fathers : little as I shall pity the 
rogues, I hope they '11 find out the rogue Duplessis 
ere long. Cunning as these Jesuits are, how often 
are they caught in their own traps. If they were 
straightforward and honest, how much more secure 
would tihrejr be. I know them well, having had a 
vast deal to do with them, as I shall tell you some 
day. 

** Duplessis is as bad in certain matters as you or 
I, only he is a despicable, mean wretch ; but he 
likes to talk divinity y that is his ' reputation ;•' so 
always give him an opportunity to preach, drop in a 
neat compliment now and then, axid you'll be his 
* son well-beloved.' 

*' In conclusion, hoping that I need not explain 

how metaphorically I understand those last words 

relating to ))aternity, and eager to hear the detaib^ 

believe me, 

" Always yours, 

*' Valremy." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE SUCCESSFUL liOYER. 

The character which the preceding letter gives to 
Leonard Devigne is likely to prejudice the reader 
i^ainst him; even should he' now seem to have 
honourable intentions, the dark insinuations of 
Count Valremy must excite suspicion. 

On the other hand, it was a strong temptation to 
the vain youth : it was a stumbling-block ; a cun- 
ningly-devised pit&ll. How many are thus con- 
firmed in the career of vice by the direct appro- 
bation of the vicious ; by the indirect approved or 
admiration of the sober ; and, must it not be added, 
the frivolous smiles of the fair? 

The reader must draw his own conclusions from 
the following letter :-— 

Leonard Dbtigne to Couht Valremy. 

" My dear Count, 

'* Amongst your^numerous endowments, you must 
certainly possess the gift of prophecy. Winter has* 
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fled. Spring is come again. My gloom has va- 
nished. Joy abounds. I am a happy man. It is 
achieved. 

" My intentions were most honourable ; they are 
most honourable : we have only to pray that thus 
they may continue. This is virtuous, my dear 
Count; and though you may blame me, the testi- 
mony of my conscience is a safer guide in this 
matter. 

*' O, bliss, incomprehensibly entrancing ! Scheme 
most admirably conceived, artistically executed, and 
supremely successful ! 

" I will state the case : — 

" I meet a lady of incomparable beauty ; but let 
me describe her charms:— Imagine the most perfect 
oval that mind can conceive ; let that be the face 
of my idol, ere nature, beneficent nature, compla- 
cently set to the work of embellishment. Let that 
face be animated by eyes of celestial blue — shaped 
like an almond — with drooping lids, whose pendent 
lashes fringe the melting orbs into shade. Her 
beautiful nose straight, and yet slightly prominent 
(your sign of undefined desire) ; her upper lip short 
and slightly curved (your sign of that pleasant craft 
which mystifies a father and outwits a mother) ; her 
under lip full and parted from its lovely mate above 
(your sign of gentle sensibility) ; let both be the 
ripest cherries, in colour ; as restless as a wave, in 
expression ; like virtue, in repose ; like vice, in 
excitement. Gently place her round smooth chin 
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beneath tliose graces, and then contemplate perfec- 
tion. I have won her. 

" But the difficulties ; let me not forget them. 
I resume : I meet this lady of incomparable 
beauty. Glances meet ; gentle words lend inter- 
pretation to conscious cheeks ; souls mingle ; hearts 
bud, &c. 

" But she is engaged; and she is watched ; and 
M. Gramont is jealous. And she says lier father 
persecutes her, though he is all smiles to me. More- 
over, her father has very particular reasons for mar- 
rying her to Gramont, though he 's a poor beggar ; 
he will never consent to his dismissal. Well, what 's 
to be done ? Why we must join the hands of love 
without the paternal blessing. 

" I shall need your aid, my dear Count; and should 
M. Gramont prove restive, I '11 need your friendship 
further, of course. 

" It will be wedded love in a cottage at first, as 
a matter of course; and then, our travels ended, 
Ringwood Hall shall bless our advent. 

" I shall be at the Chateau Valremy to-morrow, 
to discuss my plans. What a monk you have been 
lately ! Are you meditating ? 

" The plague of the thing is, that my venerable 
parent is constantly urging me to leave Paris. I 
promise in every letter; but a protracted illness 
prevents fulfilment. Of course marriage will cure 
me. 

^' I am now about to write him a moral epistle, in 
answer to an admirable sermon with which he hath 
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indoctrinated your pupil. Between us, I never 
thought he could be half so psalmodious. I fancy 
my aunt — a pious, excellent soul — has reformed him. 
He insists on stem morality, whose necessity he 
urges as of paramount importance to a gentleman. 
Also he makes a hazy, unintelligible allusion to 
some ' coming bliss' in store for me; but does not 
condescend to state whether in this world or the 
next. I am for enjoying both, of course, and begin 
naturally with the first presented. 

" I fancy he has taken a serious fit of late ; you^ 
according to your maxim, will conclude just the 
contrary from his moral philosophy. 

" Thus, my dear Count, in two days I start en rotde 
for the * immortal city' (with Mrs. Devigne/wft^a), 
a fit abode for ' love divine.' 

" Inveterately thme^ 

" Leonabd Dbvignk." 

The Reply. 

" My dear Friend, 

" I hasten to assure you that I shall be impatient 
to see you. Your letter astounds me ; bat I know 
you well, most specious of plotters! I know you 
well. Could I believe in the thing called human 
virtue, I would swear that you can. imitate it most 
divinely. I love the pleasant strain of irony that 
pervades your despatch. So perfect it is, that once 
or twice I thought you in earliest 
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" I need not say that you may depend on my purse, 
body and soul. 

" My servant has orders to wait for you with my 
cabriolet. 

" Till to-morrow, and always, 

" Your faithful 

" Valremy." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE TEMPLE OF PLEASURE. 

AoREEABLT to the appointment, Leonard started for 
the Chateau Yalremy, the residence of his friend the 
count. 

At the distance of a few leagues from Paris stood 
the chateau, on an eminence, with which and the 
surrounding scenery, it seemed to have been raised 
by the wand of a fairy queen. 

The last league of the journey meandered over 
rising ground and depressions ; so that the Temple 
of Pleasure was, by these risings and depressions, 
alternately presented to view, and then invisible — a 
succession of hope and fruition. 

In the immediate grounds, whithersoever the eyes 
ranged, some striking and emblematical object was 
offered to fancy by the refined and intellectual de- 
signer : a fountain, whose waters gushed from a per- 
petual spring, whilst statues of nymphs, hand in 
hand, seemed dancing around. It was the Fountain 
of Pleasure. 
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Not far off you beheld a mimic tomb, as of a 
child, over which the figure of a decrepit old man 
drooped, as in grief for that which, once lost, is lost 
for ever. It was the tomb of Premature Decay. 

Perhaps the model of a cottage caught the eye. 
If you approached, you beheld within, the statue of 
a girl. You read an inscription on the pedestal : — 



C'est LUCILLE. 

PREMIER AMOUR, DERNIER MALHEUR ! 



In the rear of thb monument was the recumbent 
statue of a man in a priest's cassock, a vulture 
gnawing his breast. The inscription was : — 



CHRISTOPIIE BRAMAND. 

JESUITE INFAME 1 



Thus, on every side, a thought, a sentiment, or an 
emotion, by some voluptuous embodiment or delicate 
emblem, surprised and delighted. 

Grouped according to their several habits of 
growth and tint of foliage, the various trees that 
adorned the rising grounds or studded the slopes, 
whether clothed in summer or bare in winter, re* 
lieved the distant landscape. 

In the front of the chateau, borders and vases, in 
every variety of shape and material, interspersed 
with feuntains and statues, were seen from ifae hall, 
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in all the beauty of harmonizing tints, from a thou- 
sand flowers — beauty in masses, or loveliness in 
detail — all eloquent in their seemingly thoughtful 
silence. 

Mirrors, designedly hung within the hall, repro- 
duced the enchanting view ; thus mellowed into that 
evanishing vagueness of the fancy, in a dream. 

Conservatories of different forms, adapted to the 
aspect, glowed with the warmth of tropical flowers 
to prolong the enchantment of nature, even through- 
out the frost of winter. 

The chateau was a circular building, temple- 
shaped, surrounded by a peristyle, and topped by a 
cupola — the observatory of the philosophical sen- 
sualist. 

A statue of Sylvanus stood on one side of the 
entrance or vestibule, and, opposite, one of Bacchus, 
ivy-crowned. There seemed a meaning in the posi- 
tion of these emblems on the ground-floor, as if to 
indicate that, although not denied a place — nay, 
rather invited to enter — sensual pleasure was kept 
at its proper level. 

As you ascended the winding staircase, proofs of 
ezhaustless contrivance and fancy startled the eye 
on every side. An Arcadian landscape had changed 
the walls into a living scene of nature. Other scenes 
succeeded. Here was the shady bank — Tempe agi- 
tated by the zephyrs ; there the towering pine and 
white poplar, mingling their hospitable shade for the 
weary shepherd and his panting flocks. A stream 
of shining waters darting past seems to struggle as 
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it rushes along those winding banks. Further on, 
reclining on the tender sward, other shepherds with 
their flocks enjoy an hour, and sing ('tis so life-like), 
to the sound of the reed, the song that is most 
pleasing to the god that loves the flocks and Ar- 
cadia's shady hills. 

A few steps higher you saw the figure of Mirth — 

" Whom lovely Venus, at a birtb, 
With two sister graces more, 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore,"— 

laughing from her niche ; and the next turn of the 
ascent presented the Goddess of Beauty, radiant 
with smiles ; whilst at her feet, as it were stealing 
from behind (for he was partly concealed), the little 
imp of Love was offering to the goddess his fatal 
arrows. There was an inscription on the pedes- 
tal, — 

<— Vincant quibus Alma Dionb, 
Faverlt, et toto qui volat orbe puer ! * 

Beside the door of the hall was a bust of Socrates. 
It looked towards the library, which was opposite ; 
and the refined sensualist tickled the fancy by plac- 
ing beside the door of the library another bust, with 
a countenance expressive of discontent, as though it 
would change places if it could, — intended for AIci- 
iiadeSy the wayward pupil of Socrates. 

As you approach the hall or banqueting-room, a 

* Go, conquer all ! 
If Venus aid thee, and the boy that win^s 
The rolling ball. 

I 2 
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secret spring in the floor threw open the doors, and 
a statue of Pubasure fixed attention. 

This conception was the boast of the sensualist. 

Contiguous to this apartment was another, oval- 
shaped, and splendidly decorated. Lamps of a 
peculiar construction, with glittering lustres, hung 
from the ceiling. The walls were painted with taste 
similar to that which adorned the staircase. The 
same genius conceived the design. But the scenes 
depicted were more tender, more mysterious. 

The arched ceiling displayed the azure-blue of the 
skies, star-bespangled ; and here and there a light 
fleecy cloud, seemed to float suspended. 

In this recess were held the nightly revels of the 
Chateau Valremy. Here was prepared Leonard 
Devigne's temptation ; here he began his career of 
libertinism. Long was that night destined to be 
remembered — as a tempest, an earthquake, a flood, 
or the fall of an avalanche — by those who have out- 
lived the night of tribulation. Oh, Innocence !- — a 
dew-drop in the cup of a flower : touch it — ^it is lost 
forever! 

In this remembered spot took place the promised 
floeeting of the master and pupiL 
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CHAPTER X. 

COUNT valremy; or, retenqe. 

" Why must we part so soon, my friend 1 '* 

"Tis my father s wish; he urges me to visit 
Rome as soon as possible." 

" The cnnning rogues." 

"Who?" 

" It matters not. I was thinking of a promue I 
made. Well, well; if you must go, so be it. I'll 
soon follow you." 

" Do you say so ? How delightful I You pro- 
mise 2" 

'^ I promise. I know not how it is, but I hare felt 
consumedly depressed all the morning: I cannot 
shake off the feeling. It must be your threatened 
departure, my friend ; for you interest me strongly. 
Short as has been hitherto the duration of our 
friendship, my affection is perfect: you are my 
younger brother. But there is another cause of my 
affection, besides the kindred qualities of your mind. 
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It is thist you bear a striking likeness to the first, 
the only woman I ever loved." 

"What! Lucille r' 

" Yes, my friend ; my poor Lucille ! I have just 
returned from visiting her monument. I have wept, 
but am not consoled." 

" Shake off this sadness, my dear Count. Be- 
member what you said to me on that memorable 
morning, after that memorable night. ' Sadness/ 
you said, ^ is but the desire of joy ; now in the temple 
of pleasure all desires are fulfilled — you are in it.' 
Oh, well do I remember how you convinced me of 
my gains in mind and heart by that delightful dis- 
cussion we had on the relation of body to mind. I 
was delighted as well as surprised by the ideas 
which you evolved firom my mind ; and I agreed 
with you in ascribing them to what you called 
^the prime fulfilment.' My depression vanished. 
I have never known it since. And can you not 
console yourself — you^ whose words were to me so 
omnipotent?" 

** Possibly I can, my friend ; but somehow I relish 
this sadness, and yet it afflicts me. 'Tis connected 
with a dream I had last night." 

" What ! yov. a believer in dreams !" 

"I believe in everything that stats my purpose. 
Dreams have made me cautious ; I have taken pre- 
cautions : untoward events have been averted." 

" Well ; the dream last night ?" 

*' I dreamt that Lucille stood before me, frantic 
with anguish, gasping the words, *0h, beware!' 
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I awoke in affright ; but, recovering, the remem- 
brance of the poor girl saddened mj soul." 

" Poor Lucille 1 Will you not perform your pro- 
mise, and tell me that episode of your life ?" 

" I will, my friend ; but I wish I could see my 
way through the interpretation of that dream. I 
certainly was thinking of Lucille when I retired. 
Dreams are but waking thoughts reproduced ; and 
yet, though perfectly convinced of the carise, how 
comes it that I cannot shake off the effect — my painful 
foreboding?" 

'* I have heard it remarked that the anxiety pro- 
duced by dreams may be the last effort of consciences^ 

" Much obliged for the hint, my friend ; perhaps 
I shall profit by it. But to the episode. — 

"I am now eight-and-thirty ; the last eighteen 
years of my life have been spent in one determined 
effort to wrench my heart from the sweetest memory 
that the heart can cherish. Alas! 'twas a bitter 
thing to see the brightest hope of my soul vanish for 
ever, at the very moment the certainty of pos- 
session seemed most certain. An infernal Jesuit was 
the wretch appointed to scorch my heart to its pre- 
sent ashes!" 

" Christophe Bramand ?" 

''The same. I have avenged myself. I have 
made revenge the study of my life. I have suc- 
ceeded : but my wretchedness — my inner wretched- 
ness — my heart's desolation — that agony which 
prompts so many disguises for its pangs — striving to 
prove a falsehood — the so-called pleasure of revenge 
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— that agony is eternal — for ever increasing : it does 
not, cannot diminish ! 

" At the age of twenty, I left , the celebrated 

college of the Jesuits. 

^ Secluded as I had been from the grosser temp- 
tations of the world, I left the Jesuits in possession 
of what is called innocence;' that is, the ripeness of 
the heart just about to be culled by temptation. 
For, in that seclusion, how often and ardently was 
my curiosity excited ; how my mind was tormented 
with the desire to know the meaning of certain alia* 
Btons so delicately worded, hints so finely insinuated 
by my father-confessor in the confessional. Many 
of his questions I remember to this day ; the more 
keenly, because I soon learnt their import when I 
entered the world, and had ceased to be ^ innocent/ 
The discovery was most gratifying. Of course I feel 
obliged to that seclusion, for checking my passions at 
a time when to have indulged them would have 
nipped their sweetest pleasure-buds ere they reached 
maturity. But to most men that seclusion — that 
Tery seclusion is utter destruction. You understand 
me. 

" The Jesuits trained me from my twelfth to my 
twentieth year. I strove to do them credit. I made 
a figure in their public exhibitions — ^those cunning 
nets of the wily fishermen. I learnt their celestial 
morality, and, following their example, I strove to 
attain perfection in human arts as well. I have 
found both immensely useful in accomplishing my 
revenge. Pious aspirations often succeed with wo^ 
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men, when profane whispei^ produce hysteriea. 
Tou'U understand my meaning by-and-by» 

'^I did 720^ become a Jesuit, though the pious 
thought did occur to me ; in fact, I was ^ moved* to* 
wards that ^ yocation ' by more than one of the con- 
fraternity. ^ What a preacher you would make ! ' 
' What an apostle ! ' ' Read the life of Holy Father 
Ignatius!' ^Tou resemble St. Francis Xayier-^ 
the same destiny is offered to you ! ' Such were the 
flattering hints that once or twice gaye me an ex* 
traordinary fit c£ demotion* But I was constantly 
dreaming of the beautiful world. I had formed 
theories to myself. I longed to apply them. 

" I left the fathers. They wept — I wept : but I 
had more reason to weep afterwards. 

^^ Oh ! how beautiful the visions of bliss that filled 
my soul when I returned to my home ! Blessed 
with the approving eyes and impassioned greetings 
of a father ; blessed with the gentle caresses of a 
mother — her calm, sweet look of approval ; and yet 
the joy of that welcome was swallowed up by one 
whelming emotion — the sight ofLucUkl 

" Her beauty ravished my heart, as a new sun 
hurled in the path of a system of planets, with 
greater attraction to bear them away: — such was 
that angel to my mind and heart ! 

*' The first moment of meeting was the first mo- 
ment of love. In the gushing candour of my young 
heart, I urged my love that very evening. Oh ! I 
have not forgotten the artless smile with which she 
blessed my confession. I have not forgotten the 
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gentle sigh and the shade of sadness that instantly 
succeeded. I embraced her : she smiled again, and 
again looked sad. I was happy ; but I could not 
forget that ominous sigh and sadness, which dimmed 
the light of my heart in its happiest moment. 

"Jfeed I affirm that every successive day— nay 
moment, redoubled my love ? How sweet it was to 
ieU her how intensely I loved her — and see her 
smUe —and feel the thrilling touch as she pressed 
my trembling hand and wept — as I thmght for joy 
at being so beloved. Ah I my friend, I lived even 
in the swoon of those moments ; since then, I have 
been dead in life. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



THB SAME CONTINUED. 



" My parents approved of the match. I hastened 
to rejoice my Lucille with the announcement — ^to 
urge the immediate completion of our bliss. 

" ' Idol of my heart ! ' I exclaimed, * thou art 
mine — I am thine. My parents consent ; name but 
the day — the hour — and lead me to bliss !* 

^' She burst into tears. 

" Grieved by such a result to my announcement, 
I dropped her hand and stepped back. 

^^ ^How, Lucille!' I exclaimed, ' is it thus that 
you greet the tidings I bring?' 

" * Oh, reproach me not. I am wretched enough. 
Oh ! why was I born ? ' 

^^ She fell on my breast, and pressed my hand to 
her lips, uttering, amid sobbings, and convulsively, 
these words : — ^* They wish to marry me to another. 
I detest him ; but they have forced me to promise. 
Oh ! do not frown on me so ? You I would marry 
—you only.* 
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" * I frown not on you, love,' I exclaimed ; * but 
on my enemy — my enemies. You are mine. No 
power on earth* shall stand between us and bliss.' 

" It may seem strange that I rushed to announce 
as a certainty, what still depended on the consent of 
other parties ; but the fact is, Lucille was an orphan, 
and her guardians were intimate friends of my 
father's. In giving his willing consent, he said,— 
* You may make her happy at once ; for her guar- 
dians will make no difficulty, I am sure.' 

" To continue. I said to her,— * Tell me, Lucille, 
who is my enemy ? Who have forced you to pro- 
tnise?' 

"*Too soon told,' she repfied; 'your enemy is 
the son of one of my guardians. He pressed his 
offer^ till I was wearied into consent. My guar- 
dians urged the suit, with every possible threat of 
what they would do if I persisted in my refusal. 
My confessor. Father Bramand, sided with them. 
He jfrightened me wdtk' the temns of the divine 
judgment on the disobedient. What could I do? 
I had no friends to take my part. I didn't know 
you then, dear Emile. I despaired — ^I yielded ; for 
J cannot resist. I was made to be terrified. 

" * My love/ said I, * I am glad 't is no worse. 
'T is soon managed* My father has great influence 
— ^no one will dare to resist him. You shall be 
mine — ^you are mine.'. 

^ ^ But I have promised, dear Emile.' 

" * But you pronused against your will — you were 
forced. You love me ; I shall have you in spite of 



FATA|i MOMENT. 125 

your guardians, my rival, and the Jesuits. I defy 
them all.' 

*^ ' Oh ! shall it be so ?' she exclaimed, looking up 
in my face. ' Yes,' she continued, * your boldness 
gives me hope — makes me strong. You have im- 
parted to me some of your strength— our souls are 
mingled. Assure me once more that I shall be 
yours.' 

^' I apprised my farther of the difficulty that might 
occur. He said he had been aware of the machina- 
tion, but thought they would yield to him. He met 
the guardians : they demurred, urging the promise. 
He grew warm, and left them in anger. A corre- 
spondence ensued : they insisted that Lucille, being 
still under age, should return to the convent whence 
she had come, on a visit to my mother. 

" I shall not describe the parting. 

^ ^ Fatal moment ! * she cried, in her anguish ; and 
those were her last words to me* Yes, my friend, I 
never heard her voice again. 

^' Six months afSter 'her departure, Imcille wrote 
me this letter." 

The Count opened the letter, and wepL He con- 
tinued, — 

^^ How these tears relieve my heart ! Thanks, 
poor Lucille ! thanks, — thou hast again melted my 
heart." 

He paused for a few minutes, and then read as 
follows : — 

*^A11 is over ! — ^my doom is sealed] I must leave 
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thee, Emile. Thy love has deprived me of mortal 
life, to give me that which is eternal. Oh, be con- 
soled, my dearest love. I shall pray for thee in 
Heaven ; for, may I not hope to be there, since I 
have done my penance, and am sorry for my sins? 
Oh, good Heaven! my brain whirls. I am blind 
— distracted ! So soon to die I Such bliss in store 
for us ! In the flower of my days, and so tenderly 
beloved ! And by my Emile ! So good — so generous 
— so gifted by Heaven with all that my heart de- 
sires! Yes, I must away; they have willed it. 
'Twas the only condition — they would have none 
other. Could I sacrifice— dishonour my Emile ?— 
my love ? — my husband ? Oh, my poor brain wan- 
ders ! Well, I will tell thee all, and then I '11 seek 
my confesspr. He will absolve me." 

"You weep, my friend," exclaimed the Count; 
"but you see that my eyes are now dry. 'Tis be- 
cause I know what is to follow. I am myself agcan. 
Revenge is not yet satisfied. What you have heard, 
is the ^ngeVs last whisper of woe ; what follows is 
so clear — so circumstantial — so cool, I may say, that 
I fancied she must have written it when her poor 
brain was calmed by the certainty of bliss in 
Heaven. I resume, — 

" * After I returned to the convent, my guardians 
visited me. They urged my promise. I made but 
one reply to all their entreaties. The man himself 
came : I refused to see him. Then his father re- 
quested an interview : I was persuaded to see him. 
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He endeavoured to obtain my consent, and made 
some strange remarks, which went to my heart, 
fearing I know not what.' " 

Here the Count stopped, and remarked : — 

" Doubtless, you think it strange that I did not 
take steps to rescue Lucille. Such was my inten- 
tion ; but her guardians had cunningly held out a 
hope that their consent would be given, if Lucille 
persisted in her determination, for such a time as 
should seem to them a guarantee of her final deter- 
mination. My father urged patience: I foolishly 
submitted. * 'Tis but natural,' said he, * that Gra- 
mont should covet a large fortune for his beggar-son.' 

" GramontV exclaimed Leonard. 

" Oh, yes, my dear friend," replied the County 
with a sarcastic smile. " Yes, thaVs the name. 
You have helped in my vengeance. I am infinitely 
obliged to you. Your charmer is — his betrothed," 

" What a coincidence ! " 

" Beautiful ! Let me proceed with the letter. 

" * Months passed away : I remained unmolested ; 
but my anguish, how intense ! And yet, my Emile, 
the certainty of your love only redoubled mine ; for 
are you not honour itself? 

^' Then came the day of anguish. I must tell 
you that I had gone to confession, and was absolved. 
Father Bramand seemed all kindness. He told me 
that repentance and entire submission to the will of 
Heaven " 

" See, my friend, how these villains eke out 
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their atrocities through some corner of heayen!*' 
exclaimed the Count, biting his lip. 

" He told me that repentance and entire sub- 
mission to the will of Heaven would expiate my 
sins ; and, after urging the necessity of submission 
in all things to the will of Heaven, whether directly 
announced to us, or by the force of circumstances — 
such were his words — ^he gave me absolution* I 
attended regularly at confession and communion; 
for my heart was consoled by Heaven, dear Emile. 
Yes, Heaven consoled me in your absence. I 
trusted in God. I hoped He would befriend us; 
but perhaps — nay, I must be sure — I did not trust 
enough in God, or He would have made us happy 
together, 

" At length I was summoned to meet the guar- 
dians. Gramont was present. 

'' His father addressed me : ^ We have waited six 
months,' said he, ^ for your final answer.' He laid 
a stress on the word underlined ; and I had to 
suffer the piercing looks of four men — Gramont 
being one of them. I must have blushed, for his 
fisUiher said : — 

" * Well, we nowy perhaps, may flatter ourselves 
with the hope that you will think it exp^ienty Miss, 
to fulfil your promise.' 
I made no reply. 

'* This is very strange,' he resumed. * Are we 
to conclude that you still persist in your determi- 
nation ? ' 
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I replied calmly — 

' Yes, gentlemen, and for eoer^ 

•' ' You do V they exclaimed all together. 

" * I do; 

" They looked at each other in astonishment. 

" * 'Tis impossible !' they exclaimed. 

" I was silent. 

* # # # 

" When I recovered my senses, I found myself in 
bed — my nurse bathing my temples. Poor dear 
soul ! She tried to console me ; and then she 
wept : we both wept. Oh, Emile, what a false, 
hideous accusation ! 

" I have not left my bed since ; and as my sor- 
rows will soon end — nay, end to-morrow — I write 
this last farewell to my love, my Emile, my hus- 
band. 

" I must tell you all. My nurse says that the 
way they suspected us was this. Father Bramand 
questioned your father's gardener, just before the 
last visit of the guardians. When she mentioned 
the gardener^ do you know, I remembered how 
minutely Father Bramand made me detail the cir- 
cumstances, the time, the place where we used to 
walk. But this must have been a wicked tempta- 
tion. Wretchedness makes one so suspicious. 

'' This is the statement. I have given it lest you 
should suppose that Father Bramand violated the 
sacred secret of confession in the disclosure. Poor 
man ! if he has interested himself in my destruction, 
may Heaven forgive him ! I forgive him^ from my 

K 
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heart. I confessed my doubts to. him, respecting 
himself; he re-assured me: denied the allegation; 
and spoke so feelingly that I believed his innocence. 

" I wished to make my will ; but they tell me 
that, not being of age, my property must go to the 
next heir. If I could bequeath it, I would will the 
capital to be vested so that, out of the interest, a 
certain sum might be given as a marriage-portion 
to young people of both sexes : to the men for your 
sake, Emile — to the women for your poor Lucille's. 

" Farewell, Emile. Dear Emile, my love, my 
husband ! You will never forget me. 

" Lucille." 

''Poor Lucille!" exclaimed Leonard, deeply 
affected. 

The Count folded up the letter, exclaiming, — 
" Now for the concltisiany my frigid. And in that 
conclusion you will hear my destiny." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE CONCLUSION OF THE SAME. 

" The nurse brought me the letter. 

" What would have distracted most men, stupified 
me. I have been reminded of its effect, when I 
have seen an ox struck dead by a single blow of a 
mallet. 

" Revenge was my first thought. Even the fate 
of Lucille was second to that ravenous mania. 

** I ordered the gardener to my room. He came. 
I locked the door ; I placed a loaded pistol on the 
table ; I said to him, — 

^^ * You have been questioned by Father Bramand ; 
tell me aU that passed between you ?' 

^'The man fell on his knees, stammering out a 
supplication for mercy. 

" * Your pardon/ said I, * depends on your sin- 
cerity : tell me all, and I forgive you ?' 

" He then related how the Jesuit had enticed him 
into a conversation, leading him from one subject to 
another, till at last he touched on the point in ques* 

K 2 
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tion. He said that he hesitated ; and then the Jesuit 
put the question to him in plain words, promising a 
large reward if he would tell him what he had hesi' 
tated to say. Bramand assured him that he was a 
friend of my family, and that it was for the love of 
God that he wished to take means to prevent a great 
misfortune. The man still hesitated. The Jesuit 
pressed him with all manner of arguments, — ' Till/ 
said he, ^ I thought 't would be a great sin not to 
try and save your soul, my dear master, and the 
soul of the dear young lady, whom God preserve 
for you, my dear young master !' 

" ' To the point,' said I ; ' what next V 
" ' I still felt fearful,' he replied, * lest my talk 
might cost me my place ; for, look you, master, the 
deepest secrets will get out at last — and now I find 
it is so, to my sorrow. I said to the good Father, 
says I, "MonperCj I am a poor man : you tell me God 
wills me to tell the secret ; but what if you should 
be moved by le bon Dieu to betray mef You 
must give me your promise in writing, signed by 
your own hand, that k bon Dieu will never move 
you to betray me." Father Bramand said there was 
no need of that, his holy character was sufficient ; I 
might confide in him. But I said, No. — I was firm. 
So he pulled out a large sum of money, and gave it 
to me ; I put it in my pocket. " Now, tell me what 
you know ?" said he. " Not without the papery' said 
I, very firmly. Then he began to talk with me — at 
first very gently, then very seriously — then he got 
cuigry; but I said 'twas no use talking, I must 
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have the paper, Tou see, master, he had gone too 
far to go back — that 's the worst of these matters — 
and so he pulled out a pencil and a piece of paper, 
•and wrote what I wanted. I always keep it in my 
pocket ; it 's safe there.' 

" ' Give it to me,' said I, holding out my hand ; 
he gave it. 

" ' Enough !' said I, ' I know the rest. To how 
many persons besides have you told the secret ?' 

" * Only to one, master, and that was the lady's 
own nurse ; my best friend she is. I told it her, 
when I heard what they had done with her young 
mistress ; and because I began to think that P^re 
Bramand wasn't so good as he ought to be, I told 
her all; for she would have it out of me — and, mas- 
ter, you will know the women by and by. She said 
P^re Bramand was very wicked to tamper with my 
master's servant. I think so too. Why can't they 
let poor folks be honest, as poor folks should be ?' 

^^ The fellow ceased. I left the house, and rushed 
to the Jesuit 

" * Ah I notre cher JEmiler said he ; * how delight- 
ful to see our celebrated pupil.' 

" * Excuse me, sir,' said I coolly ; * let us preter- 
mit compliments for the present. Doubtless, you 
know the object of my visit.' 

" * You seem angry, tiiy dear Emile ; how have I 
offended you?' 

'' ' YoUj sir, can answer that question to yourself. 
My business is soon explained. Tou must repair 
the injury as far, and as soon, as you can — this is 
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the only condition — or I denounce you as a vile cor- 
rupter, a false man, a meddling priest, an infamous 
Jesuit/ 

" * These are hard words, my young friend. But 
you are excited : I will not add to your causeless re- 
sentment, whatever it be, by meeting anger with 
anger. You have been misled by some enemy of 
religion. I forgive you.' 

" ' And do yoM, sir, imagine /will forgive your in- 
famous tampering with my father's servant, to gain 
such facts as would enable you to fabricate a lie, ia 
* order to serve your still more infamous project — ^the 
ruin of a defenceless girl?' 

" ^ You speak a puzzle, my friend ; I do not un- 
derstand you.' 

" ' What effrontery ! Will you understand this, sir ?' 

" I unfolded the gardener's paper. I had the 
pleasure to see a Jesuit disconcerted : he turned 
pale, trembled visibly. I followed up the attack. 

" * Now, sir, I think you will obey me. You must 
go to the guardians ; you must induce them, by your 
honourable influence, instantly to consent to my 
marriage. I give you four hours for the enterprise. 
One-fifth of the time were enough for a Jesuit ; but 
I give you ample timej so that you may serve me 
without compromising yourself and the Society — a 
consideration that never slumbers.' 

^^ Bramand did not open his lips ; but he gazed in 
my face, as if considering whether I was as deter- 
mined as my words implied. I folded up the paper, 
adding, — 
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" * If in four hours the guardians send their con- 
sent, this paper shall be returned to you, and I will 
answer for the secrecy of my servant. You prO' 
misef' 

" * I promise/ said the Jesuit, with a hideous 
smile. 

" I went home. Within the specified time the 
guardians wrote to my father, consenting to the 
marriage, * agreeably to the understanding before 
given, should the lady's determination seem final/ 
Evidently the Jesuit had saved his credit. 

" Once more my heart melted. The desire of re- 
venge was dispelled by the prospect of happiness. 
My Lucille would be mine. The certain hope would 
snatch her soul from death : she would live — she 
would live for me, 

^' I rushed to the convent, once more the bearer 
of glad tidings, and as confident of giving joy as on 
the former occasion. 

" I flew to her room. Lucille was delirious — ^in 
the agonies of death. Her screams were dreadful ; 
but as soon as I entered, they ceased — she was silent. 
She stretched her arms to me ; I clasped her to my 
breast, pressed my lips to hers — she died in my 
arms ! In that embrace she expired ; I drank her 
last breath. 

" She was murdered ; the Jesuit killed her. 

" After I left the fiend, he went to the poor girl. 
The nurse was present. He questioned both ; they 
were frightened ; they confessed all. He denounced 
both ; and, turning to my poor Lucille, he said,--^ 
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" ' You have anticipated the bliss of marriage ; 
you are punished. But your penalty is not yet paid 
—your crime is not yet expiated. The judgments 
of Heaven are eternal ; I announce them to you in 
the name of the Eternal ! ' 

" He left the room. Poor Lucille was in con- 
vulsions, 

'' Why did I not die, to sleep in the same tomb 
beside my first and last love ? — to be with her in 
heaven, and thus to realize our dreams ? Why did 
I survive Lucille? I lived for revenge I That ra- 
venous hope stifled grief; scorched up the source of 
tears ; petrified my heart Eighteen years has my 
mind been devoted to the work. I have spared no 
expense of money, no toil of body or mind, to repay 
the Jesuits for the crime of the infamous Bramand. 
In their archives you can find my history : the Jesuits 
can write it better than I could myself; for they only 
can tell the covisequences of my deeds. 

" I hunted Bramand out of life. I tempted him 
to dishonour — ^he fell. I killed him with grief, and 
gave him a monument. 

^' I chastised Gramont for his insult to Lucille. 
I met the son-^your Gramont — in a duel, passed my 
sword through his body, left him for dead ; but he 
recovered, you see, perhaps to fall by the sword of 
my friend. I thank you for helping my revenge." 

"Merciftil Heaven!" exclaimed Leonard, horri- 
fied by these awful sentiments. 

The Count went on, — 



" EVEN NOW — BUT LET THAT PASS." 137 

" Is it not a splendid destiny, my friend?" 
" Hideous, my dear Count. I am horrified/' 
" Oh ! I have wounded the Jesuits in every form. 
They meet me everywhere, I track them out in the 
most secret places of their machinations. I discover 
all their doings, they know not how ; and I select 
their most promising scheme always for my reprisal. 
Even now — but let that pass. I have overmatched 
the Jesuits — yes, outwitted the cunning Jesuits." 

It was late when the Count concluded his story. 
On the following morning an important conversa- 
tion took place between the friends. It follows-^— 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A STBANOE PROPOSAL. 

Before retiring, Leonard had explained to the Connt 
his plan of the intended abduction. The Count pro- 
mised his co-operation. 

" I hope you have passed a pleasant night," 
said the Count to Leonard, on his appearance 
at breakfast " I hope Bramand didn't play the 
incubus ? " 

" Why, to say truth, it was long before I could 
fall asleep ; but I did not dream of Bramand." 

*' Oh, then, you did dream ? Well, 't is easily 
guessed. But, apropos^ you don't seriously mean 
marriaffe, my friend V 

" Why not?" asked Leonard, with a peculiar tone 
and smile. 

" Ah 1 now I understand. I thought I knew you. 
But I must tell you, your heart will soon be as 
impenetrable as a Jesuit's. I think you exceed me 
in reckless sang-froid, 'T is easily explained. You 
are young, and 't is the young whom we see amusing 
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themselves with sticking pins and needles into suf- 
fering flies." 

" You give me a bad character, Count. Was I 
not horrified at parts of your narrative last night ? ** 

" Oh, yes ; the fate of poor Lucille must touch any 
heart. You were surprised ; but, believe me, you'll 
scruple at few atrocities after you have fixed your 
mind on your object. You may be surprised into 
terror of conscience ; but it must be a most extraor- 
dinary manifestation to efiect that." 

^* I am the happier for that organization. It is a 
mental cuirass, that insensibility to grief in the ab-* 
stract. And yet I do remember the time when I 
occasionally felt otherwise ; but of late, my dear 
Count, I confess I have become a confirmed stoic. 
The object is aff to me. I pursue it by every means 
in my power, reckless of consequences." 

" And yet, what a demon of caution you are. 
Who but myself know what you have done? Yoa 
astonish me. 'Tis natural, however. Your career 
had no precursory steps. You plunged into crime ; 
and your transformation, as it seemed to be, was 
only the development of your hidden nature. But 
you are so constituted, that you can fashion yourself 
to any state, if you but fix your mind on an object, 
as you call it." 

" Your philosophy is very keen ; but I prefer my 
present state to any — possible or contingent." 

" There is one point, however, on which, like my- 
self, you will require a few disappointments to be 
enlightened, — I mean, the matter of woman's love. 
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You believe in the thing. You believe that women 
adore you, when, in point of fact, 'tis only themselves 
that they adore : woman is the most selfish of crea- 
tures.*' 

" No, no, Count; that'snot my doctrine, certainly; 
and I should be the most ungrateful of men if it 
were." 

" Of course, you would be : but, my dear friend, I 
thought so too, until I was disabused." 

" It will take a vast deal to disabuse me of the 
disinterested, unalterable love of woman. Have I 
not had numerous proofs of it?" 

" And yet you say you are not the most ungrate- 
ful of men! How have you shown your grati- 
tude?" 

^^ As well as I could : but you are excessively hard 
on me, Count." 

" Excuse me. I would like you to be enlight- 
ened on all points. Let not your vanity deceive 
you. 'T is not you that women love ; *t is some ideal 
association — ideal or real. They are flattered by 
. the attentions of men, when these are men of beauty 
or talent. Often 't is a mere whim, a caprice ; nay, 
I have known a woman captivated by a squint"*^ in 

* In the saloons of Paris, in 1842, when the operation for strabis- 
mus made a g^at noise, the following anecdote was often told: — A 
yomig lady, of a sanguine temperament and ardent imagination, was 
on the point of being married to a young man, who loved her, and 
whom she tenderly lo?ed. Now* it happened that the youth squinted. 
Fully persuaded that his image was not cngraycd precisely with that 
imperfection on the heart of his betrothed, the unfortunate man one 
day conceiyed the luckless idea of preparing a surprxse for his be- 
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her suitor ! Sometimes they seek the love of men 
through revenge, spite — sometimes through jealousy. 
All women love marriage more than their lover : 't is 
the state of independence that they crave. Here 's 
your present flame. Of course, you see how your 
exploit has progressed : you have to thank her 
father and the wretch Gramont for the lady's kind- 
ness.*' 

" Oh, I 'U never believe that. I know that she 
loves me. I believe in her love as in the existence 
of Heaven." 

" A very curious juxtaposition of belief, certainly ; 
and human vanity has much to do with both. But 
in a few weeks you '11 discover your error. No man 
ever had to do with a woman without being, sooner 
or later, disappointed." 

" All that may be true enough ; but really your 
reasons for doubting the sincerity of Adele's love 
seem very weak indeed." 

" I am glad that you begin to feel their force, as 
is evident from your look, and your reverting to the 
remark." 

" Oh, by no means !" 

loved by having his squint removed. The operation succeeded ; 
but not so the desired effect on the lady. As soon as she saw him, 
she uttered a cry of alarm ; and in spite of the explanations made, 
she refused to recognise, under that form, the husband whom she had 
chosen and loved under another. Wishing to remain faithful to the 
cherished image, she sacrificed the man who ceased to resemble it. 
Inconstant through excess of fidelity, she spoke so well on the sub- 
ject that the marriage was broken off. Nothing could change her 
Tesolution.— Ctfrife, in RauiseVs Sytt. de la Femme* 



• 
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" I beg your pardon, but must be allowed to con- 
tradict you. Were it not for our vanity and con- 
ceit, our eyes would never be blinded by appear- 
ances. I would undertake to praoe that you may be 
supplanted by another." 

" You would ? By whom ? " 

" I would ; and by your humble servant." 

" The deuce you would ! " 

" Indeed I would ; with your permission, however. 
You seem to admit the proposal. How vast is your 
self-confidence ! Now, I should like to disabuse you 
of a belief which is your only weakness. Get rid of 
that belief, aiid your power over women will be in- 
creased tenfold. Yes, yes ; I see you think it 
impossible that all her protestations of love and 
adoration can be false. But think of my experience, 
my dear friend. I can detail hundreds of cases in 
which all seemed as fair as the present ; but " 

" I agree to your proposal. I am resolved to test 
the girl; and if she prove false, I'll be revenged on 
the whole sex." 

" Brave, my friend. I '11 to the work with heart 
and soul, for your sake. Here 's the scheme : — ^You 

have appointed to meet her at to-night. Send 

me instead, with a letter, requesting her to put her- 
self under my protection, promising to meet her at 
the first stage. Of course, she '11 not demur to this. 
We will wait for you. You will send another let- 
ter, urging us on ; with another promise, couched in 
the most passionate terms, pleading a very severe 
illness. And so we '11 journey on ; and I '11 make 
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love in all word. Should she reject every ad- 
vance by the third day, I pledge my word that I 
shall be the first to throw myself at your feet, and 
confess that I have slandered the only true woman 
as yet created. If you really believe that this lady 
loves you, and you alone, you may trust her to any 
temptation." 

" I agree. Let us start at once for Paris." 
" Good. T is a glorious idea ! I shall set my 
mind to the work, as though it were destined to be 
my last triumph." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



THE RESULT. 



Count Valremy kept a diary, in which he made 
two entries daily — one in the morning, the other in 
the evening : the former consisted in resolutions, 
the latter in fulfilments ; for thus he termed the 
respective entries. 

The resolution of the morning in question was as 
follows : — 

" Resolved, to punish the villain Gramont by an 
efficient retaliation. My firiend must be deceived 
and sacrificed ; but revenge is paramount to every 
other motive." 

From this it is evident that the conversation just 
given was premeditated, by this unprincipled man, 
purposely to lead his victim into this most disre- 
putable agreement. Such is the friendship of those 
whose only bond of union is the kindred pursuit of 
vice. 

His forceful appeal to Leonard's vanity was 
adroitly made : the ruling passion of every man is 
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a mine ready sprung ; the cunning discover it, and 
apply the fatal spark. 

Strong as may be the reader's prepossession 
against Leonard Devigne, it is, nevertheless, most 
probable that his intentions respecting Mile. Da- 
plessis were, at first, purely honourable ; and that 
Yalremy shamed him into guilt. 

Stimulated by the pernicious influence of his mas- 
ter, the pupil's ambition was to attain perfection in 
the arts of vice. Dismal perversion of the mind and 
heart ! If sins of human frailty are to be expiated 
by condign punishment, how much more the crimes 
of gratuitous profligacy, whose motive is only vanity. 
Crimes that, like the whirlwind, leave destruction 
behind them, and carry with them sorrow and ruin 
in their onward path. 

There are strong impulses, whelming sympathies, 
which impel many a gentle heart through a vale of 
tears to hopeless misery; by the uncompromising 
code of Christian morality, even such are not excused ; 
still, the impetuosity of the passions may, perhaps, 
in the hour of judgment, induce the God of Mercy 
to commiserate with his firail creature, who is 
" prone to evil from his youth." But how can 
we apply these consoling words to the deeds in 

question? If we are niggards in virtuey 

let us be niggards in vice as. well; nor commit a 
crime for the sake of its " reputation." Excesses 
of youth ! such is the complacent term ; but are not 
sach excesses as it were commercial draughts upon 
our old age ? Are they not signed by the hand of 

L 
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misery for an immense amount? The capital is 
never paid ; but only the interest, compound, triple, 
and quadruple, until life stops payment and be- 
comes bankrupt. Then the skeleton of death steps 
in, offers to pay up the arrears ; and notwithstand- 
ing the hardness of his conditions, he is accepted-^ 
cancels the whole debt in one instant ; but claims 
the earthly tenement until the day of resurrection. 

And then — and then ! 

# * • * 

Stay, gentle maiden. Return. 'Tis not too late. 

Adele is now at her father's gate. She looks 
back. She hesitates. 

"What shall I do?" 

Beturn, return. Danger impends. But you know 
not that. Alas ! could your guardian angel keep you ^ 
back! 

" He loves me ; why should I fear ?^ 

Generous heart ! Trust not the smiles of man — 
the melting words of deceit: you are betrayed. 
Oh I could your guardian angel whisper, beware ! 

" Yes, he loves me ; I'll go— I'll go." 

Her hand is on the latch ; the hinges creak ; she 
shudders, looks back, and listens. 

" Is there not something?'' 

Yes, imprudent maiden! 'tis conscience; listen to 
it — ^you are wrong — ^return, return. 

" 'Tis the wind." 

Fast over the threshold she trips: gently and 
softly the gate she latches again ; and now see how 
she hurries to the spot appointed. 
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How her poor heart flutters. How she trembles 
— looks back — stops for an instant ; then on — on-;- 
quick to the eager arms of love she rushes ! 

The moon shines bright from a cloudless sky. 
Her beams bathe in a flood of light the tree in 
whose shadow the maiden stands in trembling ex- 
pectation. She hears the distant hum. of the city l 
at times it seems to increase, as if its strife were 
approaching. 

Oh, how she wrings her cold hands, and wishes 
she were not there! — there in that lonely spot ; poor 
imprudent maiden ! 

" Yes, 'tis here ; why is he not here?" 

See you not, behind yon tree, him whom you 
seek? He sees you now : he is coming. 

The figure emerged : 'twas the Count enveloped 
in a large cloak ; his face partially concealed. 

" I bear a message to you from Mr. Devigne ; 
will you permit me to deliver it?" 

" Who? what!— am I betrayed?" 

" No, dear lady. Be not afraid. I am his 
friend ; you are safe." 

" Oh, what shall become of me ? I have done 
wrong. God forgive me!" 

" Rest on my arm, dear lady ; trust to the honour 
of your lover's friend. But time is pressing ; the 
carriage is at hand ; all is ready ; I will bear you 
to his arms." 

" But why is he not here himself?" 

*' A sudden illness. He will join us at the first 
stage, where we will wait for him." 

L 2 



148 A SURPRISE. 

^' Oh, heavens ! I am desolate I know 

not who you are, sir ; how can I trust you ?" 

" I will explain all to you as we walk, dear lady : 
let us haste — a moment's delay may be fatal — toe 
may be pursued." 

" Oh God, direct me — strengthen me ! I am be« 
wildered." 

Overwhelmed by the sudden terror that came 
over her, Adele sank on the Count's arm : her head 
drooped ; and she sobbed in the violence of anguish. 

At that instant — ^in that position — ^and whilst the 
Count was leaning over her beautiful fiice, whisper- 
ing soft words of comfort, which she heeded not — 
poor bewildered maiden 1 — ^in that instant, Gramont 
rushed upon them. 

^^ Yon are far from home to-night. Mile. Du- 
plessis." 

At the sound of his rapid footsteps, Adele looked 
back, and recognised Gramont ere he addressed her, 
although, like the Count, he too was cloaked. 

Gramont walked up to the Count and said : — 

" Mr. Devigne, well met. Perhaps you will 
honour me with your company, for an instant or 
two, a few steps further." 

Ere the first words escaped his lips, MUe. Du- 
plessis had disengaged her arm, and was hurry* 
ing back to her father's house: fright gave her 
wings. 

The Count made no reply. He walked ynth 
Gramont, till the latter stopped and addressed 
him: — 
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" Be this the spot, sir. I come prepared, if 
you are not. Here are two swords: choose for 
yourself." 

The Count snatched one of the swords. 

Turning aside, Gramont threw off his cloak, 
and proceeded to strip, preparatory to the engage- 
ment. 

Meanwhile Valremy, wjiose face had been par- 
tially concealed, followed the example. 

Then turning, the moon, in the open spot, now 
shining brightly on his face, he exclaimed abruptly, — 

" We are well met, M, Gramont.** 

M. Gramont's astonishment must be imagined. 

Valremy gazed ferociously on his enemy, seem- 
ing to enjoy his bewilderment ; and then, a bitter 
smile curled his lip, as, with withering scorn, he 
said, — 

" Why must such a contemptible wretch again 
cross my path ? Must you owe me your despicable 
life once more ? Or must I hinder you for ever from 
intruding your vile pretensions ? " 

Gramont stood before his mortal foe: the man 
whose early hopes he had blighted, and whom he 
hated as much for having injured him, as for having 
been injured by him. Valremy had thwarted him 
in all his prospects through life ; but kept aloof 
from direct insult, purposely to prolong the tor- 
ments of his victim. And now, he found him, as 
he thought, his successful rival. And a second rival, 
too. What rancorous agony to his heart was the 
conviction of this double betrayal ! If he was a 
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coward by nature, rage gave him courage — despair 
made him bold — his present cause inspired the hope 
of victory ; for the most profligate men are the first 
to presume on a seemingly righteous cause. He 
answered firihly, — 

" If you have dishonoured that lady — ^" 
" Ify say you ? " interrupted the insinuating mis- 
creant. 

" Then my. arm shall conquer. I shall rid the 
earth of a monster ! Fiend ! I defy you once 



more." 



Fierce and deadly was the struggle. Rancour 
and revenge substituted impetuous fury for cool 
dexterity. To kill, to kill quickly was the ravening 
heart's desire. 

Almost instantly, both the combatants were 
wounded — but slightly ; and fresh rage was added 
to the conflict. Hideous was the distortion of their 
features, as they gasped in the terrible effort, their 
eyes flashing implacable hate. For a moment the 
issue was doubtful, when Valremy's sword snapped 
at the guard ; he fell to the ground ere Gramont 
could withdraw the reeking blade. 

Meanwhile, the noise of the clashing swords had 
reached the carriage in waiting for the abduction. 
The postilion rushed to the scene just as his master 
fell. 

Gramont disappeared. 

The Count was borne to his carriage and driven 
to the nearest hotel, where his surgeon immediately 
attended. 
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His wound was pronounced mortal. The Count 
himself interpreted the surgeon's look, as he in- 
spected the wound ; and with the expression of 
frantic despair, the wretched man exclaimed, — 

" Oh God ! and must I die ! " 

# # # # 
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CHAPTER XV. 



THE LIBERTINE DIES. 



It were difficult to say whether Valremy or the 
reader has the greater reason to be surprised at the 
" result" just given. Let us consider. 

Valremy conceived a satanic scheme. He de- 
vised the means of its' accomplishment. But 
the carriage which was to bear away his uncon- 
scious victim carried himself off the scene, mortally 
wounded. 

He tempted and deceived his friend into the be- 
trayal of an innocent girl, by whom he was tenderly 
beloved ; but the beginning of his imagined triumph 
over woman's virtue was the ending of his criminal 
stratagems. 

He undertook to commit a crime, ostensibly to 
prove the libertine's maxim about the facility of a 
woman's virtue, but in reality to gratify his own 
evil passions. He dies in the place of the friend 
whom he perverted and deceived. 

He dies, too, innocent, so to speak^ of the crime, — 
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a bitter thought to such a man in the first moment 
of snrprisal. Nor must the fact be forgotten, that 
he falsely insinuated the lady's degradation, in order 
to harass more deeply his hated foe. Men of his 
** profession" think lightly of woman's reputation. 
Frequently they encourage a belief which they know 
to be false. The practice gratifies their vanity, and 
renders their diabolical " exploits" more easy ;. for 
it is a hard thing for woman to stand fast when her 
good name is blighted, though falsely. 

He dies by the hand of the man whom he would 
have live to be tormented — the man whom he utterly 
despised ; for it is an error to suppose that the human 
heart does not hate what it despises, if the object of 
contempt is a fellow-being. 

He dies " in the midst of his days," in the enjoy- 
ment of perfect health, immense wealth, and a 
" glorious reputation." 

His active mind was full of well-digested schemes, 
ripe for the " fulfilment ; " but to-night he will make 
no entry in his diary. To-morrow he wiU record no 
*/ resolution." 

He dies ! 

Approach slowly : the slightest noise harasses his 
sinking frame. 

It is now the first hour of morning. Nature 
is waking from her sleep ; but this mortal body is 
about to sleep for ever. The sod that shall open to 
receive his mortal remains now weeps with the reek- 
ing dews of the night. The moon that shone on the 
scene of the intended crime, and the accomplished 
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murder, is set : she has shrank from the scene of 
death. 

The streets of the great city are not deserted ; the 
passions people them still. The dead of night is 
their hour of life, — the passions, whose penalty we 
now behold. 

Sat in this room all is still, 

A strong man is dying. 

Approach ! 

His eyes are closed ; he breathes hardly ; ever and 
anon a tremor shakes his frame. 

life is ebbing away, but he is still sensible ; he 
whispers faintly. 

At intervals, some agonizing thought forces a t^ar 
from his eyes. He weeps ! the libertine weeps ! 
Valremy weeps I 

He feels bitter regrets. 

He shudders at the past. 

He is repentatUl 

Count Emile de Valremy has just made his con- 
fession, and has been absolved by a priest— that 

priest a 

Jesuit I 

And there the priest stands — JStienne Mavjgras^ 
the Provincial of France, and Valremy's confessor 
in the days of his innocence, when a student at col- 
lege. 

When the terrors of death came upon him, he 
thought of his crimes, and then of the days of his 
innocence ; and the thought of both brought to mind 
his oft-remembered confessor. He sent for the 
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Jesuit. The Jesuit came; and now he is leaning 
over the dying man, hearing the last words of the 
dying libertine — the implacable foe of the Jesuits, 
the proud, sensual, reckless Emile de Yalremy. 

What a retributive humiliation ! — and yet human- 
ity will rejoice if he die in peace with his ojffended 
God. 

What a triumph for those who will have most 
cause to rejoice at his destruction ! And yet may 
they moderate their rejoicing ! May they be merci- 
ful in their exultation ! Has not he humbled him« 
self before them? Have they not promised him, 
God's forgiveness ? Have they not " absolved " 
him ? — ^wiped away his guilt ? 

Now listen to the dying man. 

" I have now told you all. 

" Horror within — ^horror without ! A quenchlesff 
flame devours me. Sut you promised me forgive- 
ness. 

" My crimes stand before me ! My victims re-^ 
appear! I see them* all I They mock me! But 
you tell me God will forgive me ! 

'' 'Tis hard to die. I would not die. I cannot 
live. But you say I shall live. 

" I have abused the joys of earth — have merited 
hell ; but you say I shall now go to heaven, 

" I would hope. I do hope. But how can I 
hope ? Why should I hope ? You tell me God is 
merciful!" 

At these words, his eyes opened, wild with terror 
— screaming in agony. 
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** There ! — there I— rthe fiends are come ! Oh, 
God, forgive me ! I barn ! Sare me ! I perish ! 
I repent!" 

In a dreadful convulsion, the wretched man leaped 
from his bed ; his head struck against the wall ; he 

fell to the floor — a corpse ! 

# # # # 

Thus perished, in his thirty-eighth year. Count 
Elmile de Valremy. 

All the events of his life, herein briefly recorded, 
suggest their moral too vividly to require develop- 
ment. Each reader, according to his respective 
organization, will draw his own conclusions; and 
these will thus be far more to the purpose than any 
which the author could suggest. 

One remark may be allowed. Valremy was trained 
by the Jesuits : as their pupil he did them credit to 
the last ; and if the Jesuits sufficed by him, they 
have to reproach*one of their own body for having 
made him an implacable foe. 

Hereby is Valremy not justified, nor is Bramand 
exonerated. 

But let the Jesuits justify, if they can, the fearful 
consequences that but too often follow their " pious" 
machinations. 

Bramand's conduct is what they daily pursue — 
an undue interference in the concerns of families. 

How they strive to make themselves necessary to 
the family ! How they bind its members to them* 
selves by the arts of pious seduction ! Strange — ^but 
true, nevertheless. Even a temporary absence of 
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the female members is rendered productive of 
" pious thoughts," by correspondence ! . . . . 

Such dismal consequences as the production of a 
Valremy do not always, providentially, follow their 
machinations ; but the corroding anguish of a hus- 
band who may not sympathize with the.Jesuits — the 
anxiety of a father who may not admire the Jesuits 
—serve, nevertheless, to make life miserable, though 
the ''eternal interests of religion" are collaterally 
advanced. 

The Jesuits may hold forth the specious pretence, 
as they do, that they only care about " eternal in- 
terests ;" but in the specific instances which we have 
now in view, ''eternal interests" are not promoted, 
but temporal annoyance is produced. 

Certainly, husbands and fathers are to blame if 
they submit tamely to such encroachments. Sut 
we must bear in mind that resistance, though natu- 
ral to some, is a painful effort to olhers ; and many 
a prudent man prefers a certain amount of evil in 
the present, to that which he " kno^s not of" in the 
contingent. Thus he submits and suffers, and is 
very reluctant to " stir up Leviathan.'' 
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CHAPTER XVL 

A WARNING, AND ITS EFFECTS. 

In his last moments the Count desired to see Leo- 
nard. The Jesuit promoted the wish ; Leonard was 
sent for at his apartments. He was absent at the 
time ; but when he returned and heard the affecting 
intelligence, he hastened to the hotel, entering the 
room just as the Count expired. 

His friend lay dead on the floor ; the Jesuit, in 
mute horror, standing beside the corpse, which was 
darkened by tl\e shadow of his tall and venerable 
figure. 

" Dead ! Your friend is no more !" 

At the sight, and the words, Leonard shrank 
back, trembling with horror. 

He had parted with his friend but a few hours 
before, the gayest of the gay ; and gaily they had 
shaken hands, and promised each other a joyful 
meeting again. 

He approached ; he knelt ; he grasped the dead, 
cold hand. He spoke not; but his gushing tears 
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told of his anguish. Alas ! how terrible to hirriy who 
knew the sad, the hideous cause of his friend's 
disaster. 

The Jesuit had recognised the youth — th^ hopeful 
youth. He gazed upon him, as a tiger from some 
mountain summit espies his prey in the distairt 
valley beneath, and licks his fangs at the sight. 

" Young man," he solemnly entoned, " you have 
come too late — too late to hear your friend's last 
words of counsel. But not too late to profit by his 
awful doom. Behold the end of vice ! the retribu- 
tion of crime ! Only a few hours since he was the 
world's admiration ; and now, what ? The destined 
food of worms. The crawling things of corruption 
shall defile his beauty. Those lips, whose words 
were so bewitching, shall soon be kissed by kindred 
befoulment: those eyes, so fascinating yesterday, 
will soon be filled by the ravenous insects that spare 
nothing ; that pollute all, devour all. 

" From the last words of advice which your poor 
friend enjoined me to repeat to you, I may conclude 
that you tread in his footsteps. Oh, behold the goal 
to which you hasten ! Behold the doom, the doom 
of the libertine I He said, * Tell my friend, that from 
the shadow of God's judgment-seat, in which I stand 
shuddering, I conjure him to repent and amend 
whilst he has time. Alas! I have seduced, per- 
verted, ruined him ! My only hope for pardon is in 
his repentance and amendment.' Oh, my young 
friend, pity the soul of your seducer. Hepent whilst 
you have time. Reject "not this awful warning. 
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The long-suffering of the Eternal is shortened by 
unrepenting guilt." 

During this solemn address, Leonard remained 
kneeling by the corpse, giving vent to his grief in 
the broken accents of sudden anguish : he heeded 
not the Jesuit's exhortation. As if startled from 
other thoughts, he rose suddenly, and, turning to the 
Jesuit with ferocity, burst forth : — 

" Sir, your presence annoys me. Reserve your 
sermon for Sunday. I '11 send some one to hear it." 

He packed the room like a newly caged lion, his 
eyes indignantly flashing. 

He struck his forehead, stopped, and again burst 
forth : — 

" How came y(m here, sir ? Why did you intrude 
yourself into the presence of such a man as Val- 
remy? You are a priest, perhaps a Jesuit; how 
coilld you dare to approach your living scourge? 
But the vile ass kicked the sick lion." 

" Your friend sent for me, sir," replied the Jesuit, 
calmly. 

" Sent for you? Allow me to say, the thing's 
impossible. No, no ; Valremy has not belied him- 
self." 

*' He has confessed his transgressions, and, God 
be blessed, died repentant." 

" I do not believe it. You slander Valremy. 
Oh, that I had been present ! This infernal adven- 
ture !" 

" Then you do not believe me, sir ?" 

*' How can I ? Believe that Valremy confessed 
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to a priest — turned penitent ! Impossible ! Tell me 
that I am a Jesuit myself, and I '11 believe you 
sooner. Look you, sir, he hated all your cloth, as 
the devil, you say, hates holy water. He hated 
you on principle ; and never was principle better 
founded. Penitent ! Delirious — ^mad, if you like ; 
but penitent ! Faith may move mountains ; but it 
will never move me to believe that. 

" One word will disabuse you, my poor young 
friend ! I pity you. If I tell you one secret, per- 
haps you will believe that he told more in his 
repentant confession. Well, he solemnly declared 
Mile. Duplessis innocent, and advised you to — to — " 

The Jesuit expediently hesitated at the z^/zexpedient 
advice : Leonard took him up : — 

" Fiends and furies ! and is it even so ? By hell, 
priest, you bewildered the man — you mystified him 
— you cheated him into avowals, in his delirious 
agony ; like the vile deceivers who put questions to 
those that talk in their sleep. What else have you 
wrung out of him ? Respecting that lady, I mean." 

" He told me no more respecting Mile. Du- 
plessis." 

The Jesuit spoke the truth ; Valremy had said 
nothing respecting Leonard's disgraceful acqui- 
escence in his stratagem ; but he had confided to 
the Jesuit a message for Mile. Duplessis, of which 
more anon. Leonard rejoined : — 

" Can I believe you?" 

** I refer you to your confidence in your friend^' 
said the Jesuit, meaningly. 

M 
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" O hideous fate ! Infernal mishap ! '* 

Again Leonard grasped his friend's cold hand/ 
and wept bitterly. 

Meanwhile Valremy's relatives entered the room, 
and put an end to this most unsatisfactory meeting 
of Leonard with the Jesuit Provincial. 

Leaving the corpse to the care of the Count's 
afflicted relatives, we will accompany Leonard to his 
apartments. He left after bewailing the catastrophe 
with the mourners, whose questions as to the proba- 
ble hand that had killed the Count, he was unable 
to answer. As a matter of course, he did not state 
all that he knew of the circumstances; but the 
Jesuit interposed, and assured them "It was the 
Count's most solemn wish that no measures might 
be taken to punish his antagonist, even should he be 

discovered : he would not give his name." 

# * * # # 

In the solitude of his apartment Leonard's agi- 
tation increased. Compunctious visitings again 
assailed him ; but, strange to say, the fact that 
Valremy had died penitent tended to confirm him 
in his evil dispositions, and seemed likely to make 
him more desperate in his perversity. Alas ! does 
it not require a predisposing grace from on High 
to make us profit by good example ? And is not 
good a stumbling-block to evil? 

Leonard felt persuaded that some trick had been 
played on his deceased friend by the priest. His 
persuasion would have risen to conviction had he 
been aware that the priest was a Jesuit. 
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He scouted the idea of Valremy's repentance ; 
but after considering the priest's manner, his de- 
claration, and recalling to mind the peculiar look of 
arrested anguish still ling^ng on the face of the 
dead, he inclined to believe the assertion ; and the 
thought drew from him an imprecation against his 
iriend's pasillanimitj. 

Then a thousand thoughts battled in his mind : a 
thoDsand remembrances brought tears to his eyes, 
as his fancy reproduced the scenes of their past 
pleasures : — ^the brilliant wit, the fond of anecdote, 
the flashing repartee, that so often delighted, en- 
livened, fascinated the boon companions of his de- 
parted friend. 

The Temple of Pleasure — ^the gorgeous Chateau 
Yalremy— had lost its genius I 

The fashionable world was now but a mob with- 

« 

out a leader. 

Intrigue had lost its standard — ^its criterion : who 
could supply the place of Valremy ? 

The high-priest, the god of pleasure was no more. 
Desolating thought ! Valremy is gone ! 

And then the upsurging, self-tormenting reflec- 
tion — he was the cause proximate. It was to give 
him a lesson that had brought about the dismal 
catastrophe — ^the irreparable loss — the final disgrace 
of the " profession,'' the humiliating pusillanimity of 
their leader ! 

He reproached himself; he denounced the fatal 
curiosity which induced him to consent to the dis- 
graceful temptation. 

m2 
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And then he thought of Adele. What was to be 
done ? ' 

Strange thoughts passed through his mind. He 
recalled all that had been uttered and sworn on his 
part, and the passionate pledge of love that had 
been mutually given and received. 

There was much to soften a heart even more de- 
praved by vice. ' He began to feel for Adele. Nay, 
it even occurred to him that she had been defended 
from the temptation as by a miracle ; and tenderer 
thoughts succeeded. Adele filled hb mind — Adele 
filled his heart. 

He resolved to marry her. 

" She does not know the vile trick I permitted,'* 
said he to himself; " she will never know it. I will 
write to her. Poor, dear Adele ! I have wronged 
her. Yes ; she loves me. I do love her. Oh, 
how loving to me ! how confiding ! Did she go 
to the place appointed ? Oh, that I had seen my 
poor friend before he died ! Cursed delay I Hea- 
vens ! is it possible ? Yes, 't is possible. I see 
it all. Gramont must be the wretch. I know 
he has been persecuting her; he must have 
watched her to the place ; and there — oh, horrid ! 
the fiend ! He has killed my friend ! . . . I '11 
avenge him. . . . But then, I shall compromise my- 
self. Let that pass ; but I '11 marry Adele, and then, 
should the wretch seek me, as he doubtless will, he 
shall expiate the slaughter of Valremy. I vow it." 

His soliloquy ended, he wrote the following letter 
to Mile. Duplessis : — 
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" Adored op my Soul, — 

" Fatal illness ! It has expelled me from hea- 
ven. It has cost me paradise. But I shall regain it. 

" How can you forgive me ? Or, rather, how 
can I forgive it? that heartless illness ! 

" I sent my poor friend to announce the deso- 
lating fact. Doubtless you went to the appointed 
place, oh, most faithful of women ! 

" / was not there I 

" Your devoted Leonard was not at your feet ! 

" Oh, fiendish illness ! My brain is maddened, 
dearest love. I am distracted. Can I believe that 
the hated Gramont surprised you with my dear, 
honourable, faithful friend ? Yes ; I feel convinced 
that he did ; and then, oh, how dismal must have 
been to you that awful moment ! Poor frightened 
dove ! without its mate to strike the interloper down. 
But you were in the hands of honour itself; you 
were safe ; safe as in the hands of your devoted, 
faithful Leonard. 

" What a catastrophe followed ! My poor friend 
was killed by that wretch Gramont ! Yes ; it must 
be that wretch. Oh, pity my desolating affliction, 
sweet angel Adele ! You alone can soothe my 
anguish. 

'^ Oh, had I been there ! I should have rid you 
of the mean wretch who persecutes you, or have 
been now in the place of my poor friend who has 
fallen for me. Yes; next to the possession otyau, 
my angel — my life— death, with the consciousness 
of your love, would be my only desired paradise. 
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' " And now, once more, let me embrace 70a in 
spirit; and once more, as at that moment of heaven, 
let me assure you that I love you entirely, adore 
you, and yearn for the hour when the ceremonial 
will make you all mine, and for ever, spouse of my 
^ul and heart. 

*^ Again I pledge my heart to you for ever. 
Again, on bended knees, I entreat you to bless me 
with your consent ; confirm my exultation. I yearn 
for the happy hour : confirm my hope, oh, heart of 
hearts! I will rescue you from your vile perse- 
cutor. To-morrow shall see us wedded. Answer 
quickly, and let us fly to happiness* 

" Once more — oh, let me be so for ever ! — 

*' Your devoted slave, 

•* Leonard Devigne.** 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



THE MESSAGE. 



We must now return to Father Maugras, the 
Jesuit, who heard Count Valremy's dying confes- 
non. 

Leonard's pretensions to Mile. Duplessis were 
known to the Jesuit; but, from the expressed deter- 
mination of her father, he doubted not that the pledge 
given to Gramont would be respected and fulfilled. 
He knew not all the motives that enforced the father^s 
consent ; but his determination was evident. 

Nevertheless, he saw reason to fear some desperate 
step on the part of the reckless youth ; particularly 
as he suspected Adele. A Jesuit's suspicion has, 
perhaps, but little weight with the reader; at all 
events, we request him to suspend his acquiescence 
in that suspicion until the lady shall bear witness to 
herself— 4o her own character. 

The Jesuit was most anxious to see that danger 
disappear* He had used his influence with the 
father in that indirect suggestive manner so peculiar 
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to Jesuitism, in order to hasten the nuptials of the 
betrothed. 

It is curious herein to observe the perverse issue 
of events. Leonard's introduction to this family was 
a Jesuit concoction, to obviate the peril of the 
scheme ; it was intended as a counter-influence, and 
a means of keeping him in view until his departure. 
The result is remarkable ; but if the suggestion of 
Jesuit-sagacity has, unfortunately, enhanced the 
danger, Jesuit-craft can perhaps turn this untoward 
issue to account, and make it the capital of safer 
speculation. We shall see. 

Meanwhile, by the suggestions of Father Percival 
at Hingwood Hall, Father Maugras and the English 
Provincial had induced Mr. Devigne to write a serious 
remonstrance' to Leonard on his conduct in general, 
and his protracted stay at Paris in particular ; per- 
emptorily commanding him to leave Paris, and 
threatening to stop his credit at the bank, in the 
event of his continued disobedience. 

Leonard replied submissively*— promised to obey 
— but forgot the fulfilment. Was it not "quite 
natural?" 

Thus, then, the peril of the Jesuit scheme was at 
its crisis when Valremy's catastrophe "providen- 
tially " — as the Jesuits deemed it — came to the 
rescue. 

The Jesuits saw at once how useful it might be 
made, if " skilfully handled." The " warning " was 
certainly a failure ; but there was still in reserve the 
dead man's message. 
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Father Maugras hastened to M. Daplessis. 

The reader must be reminded that the Jesait Jias 
many suspicious, but few facts to work upon ; for 
public report had not, as yet, whispered its conjec- 
tures on the matter between Mile. Duplessis and 
Leonard Devigne : the knowing ones of society had 
not, as yet, begun to prepare, to foster, to enmre the 
evil which they pretend to deplore, with secret 
calumny, in heartless gossipings. 

Hence, the Jesuit had to plead, to cross-question 
for the knowledge which he required to give tenfold 
effect to his important '^ message." Besides, he had 
longed for an opportunity " to make an impression " 
on Mile. Duplessis, whose decided aversion to his 
confraternity, had made him a pious enemy, eager to 
humble her " pride," for the " good of fier soul," and 
for the sake of her ^' eternal interests." Again we 
request the reader to suspend his judgment respect- 
ing Adele, whose trial is now at hand. To the 
message* 

Father Maugras has shaken hands with M. Du- 
plessis ; the salutation over, the Jesuit begins : — 

*' You have heard of this fatal duel last night, M. 
Duplessis V 

"Yes; between the Count Valremy and M. de 
Vaucour." 

" Indeed ! M. de Vaucour ? I was not aware 
that his antagonist was known." 

" Oh yes ; nobody doubts the fact : they were 
mortal enemies for a long time. A spark is enough 
to set worldlings in a blaze." 
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" Well ; the wretch died, as it were, repentant — 
God be blessed!" 

" Do you say so, man pere ?*' 

^^ I do, man JUs. I was with him to his last 
moment/' 

"Jbw, Father!" 

^ Truly, my son. Admire the dispensations of 
Providence. Valremy humbled himself to a JesuU 
at last. Thus Satan fell down and worshipped the 
Christ" 

^^I am thunderstruck! Ah! see how Heaven 
defends the sacred cause. Even its most deadly 
foe is humbled at last to sue for mercy by the 
intercession of one of its members. Is not that 
^crying testimony to the divine protection, 'Thou 
sbalt walk upk)n the basilisk, and shalt trample down 
the lion and the dragon' ? And how did the wretch 
depart from the world of bis iniquities ? " 

''Alas! my son, I know not. Who can tell? 
Who but himself, among mortals, can say with cer- 
tainty whether he is now where the worm neret dies, 
or amid the not less agonizing torments of purga- 
tory, only mitigated by the hope of heaven at last, 
after sighing in the bitterness of heart for innume* 
rable years — perhaps ayes — and crying, in the desola- 
tion of despair-like hope, ^How long? O Lord I 
how long?' For, in this case, to promise him 
heaven were presumptuous. What can we say of a 
deathbed repentance? It is always suspicious. 
We read otane such vouchsafed — ^but only one — ^in 
all the Scriptures : only to honour the death of the 
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Redeemer, and to show that the thing is possible-^ 
only possible — only not an impossibility. Death is 
a terrible angel, my friend* His terrors dart light- 
ning-truths into the darkest conscience. Doubtful 
and doubted matters seem eertainties in that awful 
hour, when he cries, in his shrill piercing voice, * I 
must wrench thy soul fipom thy body ! Heaven ! — 
hell ! — or purgatory ! ' But the fear of hdl-fire is 
not a proof of saving repentance.'^ 

" And Valremy, too ! What a monster of iniquity ! 
Oh ! I could tell you such deeds of wickedness that 
he has perpetrated." 

" My friend, can you tell me more than I know t 
Satan himself could not have injured us more than 
that man — if man he was ; and not Beelphegor 
again in human shape, sent forth to roam the world."* 

" Well, he is gone ; and I may be wrong — but 
I'm not sorry for it.'* 

'^ My son^ 'tis not wrong to be sorry that evil is 

* Alluding to the '' Belfagor " of Machiavelli, an amosing legend^ 
purporting to be fche vision of a holy man, who waa thereby convineed 
of the remarkable &ct that all or the greater part of men whose souls 
were lost for ever, |aseribed the calamity to marrimgel The Judges 
of the lower regions induced Pluto to call a council, and it was resolved 
to send forth one of the ^ark angels to verify the fact. The lot fell 
on Beelphegor. He assumes the form, and is subjected to all the 
casualties of man ; marries, and is sadly tormented by his wife. She 
ruins him. He leaves her ; has innumerable strange adventures ; 
meets once more with his wife, quite unexpectedly, and by a trick 
phijed upon him. Hereupon he prefers to return to his primitive 
abode rather than live with her again. He returns to attest the fact, 
that woman is the root of evil — h cosi Belfagor tomato in inferno, 
fece fede de'mali che conduce in una casa la moglie ! The subject is 
worth expansion. 
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ended ; if evil was likely, as most assaredly it was, 
to continue with his life." 

'^ Aj ; and now tlie youth is rid of his evil genius. 
That is a blessing. Perhaps his friend's death will 
make an impression on him." 

*^ Alas ! my friend, I fear that the stag has as yet 
to bound a little longer. What fire ! what energy ! 
But oh ! what perversity ! Yet, we despair not— 
we shall haye him at last — I see it in him — in his 
manner — his features — his eyes." 

" Was he present at his friend's death ?** 

'' No ; but soon after, and behaved most impiously. 
But he is too young to be judged with severity. 
The measure of his present dislike of us, will be that 
of his future admiration. We must have patience. 
See how the wild steed snorts and rears at the first 
touch of the Imso; but afl«r a time— with a little 
dexterous patience and skilful humouring — how 
glibly he takes his paces, curves his neck with its 
flowing mane, and skims along the resounding 
ground with the music of his hoofs. We must get 
him to Rome as soon as possible." 

*' What keeps him here so long, Father ?" 

" Do you not know, M. Duplessis ? Is he not 
in love with your daughter ?" 

" With my daughter ! But the thing is hopeless^ 
as you know." 

" Ay, hopeless — so to speak ; but does he think it 
so?" 

** 'Tis necessary that he should, however." 

" Ay, necessary enough ; but vill he think jt so ? 
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I '11 enlighten you, my son. From a message wluch 
I bear from Valremy to your daughter ^ 

" To my daughter ?" 

" Be quiet, my son-; the thing will explain itself. 
From this message, I conjecture that something has 
passed — something has been projected, at all events — 
between Mile. Adele and young Devigne." 

"How! Is it possible?'' 

" Very. Ah ! my son, mademoiselle is very 
shrewd — very clever — very fair without, and so 
forth : I always thought her so. And now, if she 
has deceived her father ? " 

" I '11 turn her out of doors — the false creature." 

" An extreme measure always aggravates the evil 
which it would punish — in this case, manifestly : you 
understand me." 

" True, true. Who would be a father ? I always 
thought it would come to this /" 

Reader, is it not strange, but true, that whatever 
crime we commit, or indiscretion we betray, as sooa 
as it gets wind, half a dozen wiseacres of our 
acquaintance will exclaim — " Did I not tell you so ? 
I knew that would be the end of it: there was 
something in him — something in her, I could never 
understand." The Jesuit rejoined : — 

" For a long time your daughter has shown evi- 
dent symptoms of perversity. Even her attendance 
at mass has become more irregular of late. Besides, 
I know that she reads improper books." 

" What — how, Father ! Improper books ! You 
astound me." 
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" Heretical books : the spawn of Beelzebub — ^the 
corrupting remnants of the German heresiarefa, 
whom God confound ! " 

" Are you sure of this. Father?** 

" Here is one of them, which she dropped in her 
place at church." 

This was false. Adele had not dropped it; the 
Jesuit obtained it by other means, of which more anon. 

" Oh, what a wretched girl ! Father, I am horri- 
fied at what you say." 

" Not content with perverting herself, she has 
vitiated the minds of others. I now know, for cer- 
tain, that it was Mile. Adele who induced the man 
Perryer to turn Protestant." 

" You say so, Father ?" 

" I say so. I have questioned the man in his 
prison, and he admits as much. I have hitherto 
been unable to reclaim him. His confinement has 
not had the effect contemplated, but apparently the 
reverse. He is firmer than we imagined." 

" And my daughter is a heretic ?" 

" Very much like it, certainly. You have allowed 
her too much liberty, M. Duplessis. Bestraint is 
necessary to all, but much more to young women : 
if you don't keep an eye on them, they will soon 
imagine there are no eyes at all; and then comes 
the faux.pas. Now. it is precisely when people wish 
to indulge some vicious propensity, that they turn 
Protestant.* Well, you must apply the remedy 

* Here the Jesuit expresses the constant scoff of ultra Catholics, 
respecting those who cease to be Roman Catholics. It is a terrible 
implication. 
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before the disease becomes incurable. You havei 
pledged your word to M. Gramont ; fulfil your en- 
gagement without delay. You have the authority, 
have you not?" 

" I '11 exert it, Father — I will ; I will without delay* 
But the message, Father?" 

" I must deliver it to herself." 

^* You shall, instantly. I must see to the bottom 
of it." 

M. Duplessis ordered his daughter to be called. 
After the lapse of a few minutes Adele appeared. 
She had evidently been weeping. Her eyes were 
inflamed ; her face was pale. At the sight of the 
Jesuit, and the angry looks of her father, she trem- 
bled for an instant; but soon recovered her self- 
possession. 

She curtesied to the Father. A momentary pause 
ensued. The Jesuit began, slowly — solemnly, as it 
were — plaintively, — 

'^ Mile. Adele, I bring you a message from a dying 
man — the Count Valremy ; who died this morning, 
in consequence of a wound received in a duel last 
night." 

Adele shuddered; for she had received Leonard's 
letter. The Jesuit marked the effect, paused, and 
went on, — 

" Neither your father nor myself can make out 
its import ; perhaps you will, if you think proper, 
enlighten us on the subject. When daughters 
neither respect their father, nor seek the spiritual 
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adyice of reli^on's ministers, what &te most they 
not expect?" 

^Is it possible that you have deceiyed me?'' 
vociferated M. Duplessis, brandishing his extended 
arm. 

^Be moderate, my son/' interposed the Jesoit; 
** Mile. Adele feels that she has done wrong. We 
may all do wrong in onr turns; 'tis quite natural* 
Yes, she feels that she has been imprudent^ very im- 
prudent ; but a kind, indulgent father will overlook 
the past, if the future be more promising ; and yet, 
daughter, in our present doubts, what opinion would 
you have us form concerning your condact in this 
most extraordmary matter? It may be painful to 
admit the truth ; but only think of the dreadfid sur- 
mises that we are compelled to entertain respecting 
your extraordinary conduct. Your good name, that 
pearl of woman's virtue ; your reputation, which is 
to you all in life — absolutely alL Oh ! what is to 
become of your reputation, if you do not con- 
fide " 

** Oh, my dear father ! " exclaimed Adele, terrified 
at these vile, most fictitious insinuations, and cun- 
ning snares ; ** yes, yes, I will tell you all. I am 
not ashamed of myself; I have no reason to be so. 
If I am basely slandered, still I am innocent; and 
God will punish my slanderers." 

Adele sank on a chair, sobbing violently. The 
Jesuit continued, — 

'* God be blessed ! dear daughter, for that assn- 
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ance. For thus mucli we are duly grateful to Hea- 
ven, whence is all our strength. We cannot expect 
you to explain tzH the circumstances that have led to 
these unfounded reports; though, believe me, the 
explanation would, we are sure, lead incontrovertibly 
to your exculpation." 

" Oh, sir, your expectation shall be realized ; I 
am ready to admit alL I am not ashamed to admit 
that I loved, and love, a man whom I deem worthy 
of all love ; a man who loves me entirely ; a man 
for whom I would die — ^yes, die — ^rather than wed 
M. Gramont, whom I have never loved, but only 
endured, in deference to my father's wish. I confess 
my adoration for the man of my choice — ^I exult in 
the confession ; and yet I call God to witness, my 
love is pure — I love him as my destined husband, if 
it should please God to bless my ardent hopes with 
this beginning." 

The Jesuit and the father were struck dumb at 
the girl's impassioned address. She went on, — 

" Yes, I '11 explain what you mean, M. Maugras ; 
't is easily explained. Doubtless, M. Gramont is my 
calumniator. I went to meet my lover. We had 
mutually pledged ourselves; he had inspired me 
with confidence in his honour. Why should I hesi- 
tate ? — ^I went. He was prevented, by illness, from 
fulfilling his engagement in person ; he sent his 
friend to convey me to the place where we were to 
be married. M. Gramont skulked after me, and 
surprised me at the very moment when I met my 
lover's friend. He supposed him to be Mr. Devigne, 
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and has committed murder ; whereas, I am innocent. 
Now you know all." 

The father stared. The Jesuit smiled ; for had he 
not succeeded in extracting the desired explanation? 
He said, — 

^^ We are satisfied, dear daughter ; and now we 
congratulate you, on the part of Heaven, for having 
escaped a dreadful fate." 

^'Rather commiserate my misfortune, sir; for I 
should have now been happy and contented." 

^' Listen, Mile. Adele. You forget that I bring 
you a message. The man who was killed last 
night was the Count Yalremy. You shudder again ; 
you have reason. The wretch, in his last mo'^ 
ments, sent for me. He confessed his iniquities. 
May Qod forgive him, if he sincerely repented!" 

Adele gasped with excitement — gasped to hear 
the message. 

" He told me — ^he begged me — ^he conjured me, 
to repeat to you these words : He said,— 

*' ^ Tell Mile. Duplessis that she is deceived in her 
lover. Devigpae means her no good. He is un- 
worthy of her ; he meditates her ruin.' *• 

" 'T is false I I believed it not," exclaimed the 
generous girl, with emotion. *^ No, no ; he is truth 
itself — he would not dishonour me. He is slan- 
dered." 

" But let me finish," interrupted the Jesuit. " * Tell 
her (if, toith the natural perversity of women in hving 
what they should hate, she disregard my warning) that 
his illness was a fiction — a fiction suggested by my- 
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self for viler purposes — she has escaped destruction.' 
Such were the dying man's words ; and I will add 
(since you seem doubtful still), that Leonard Devigne 
was in the same room with wje immediately after the 
death of Valremy^ and was absent from home when he 
was sent for to hear his friend's dying words; and 
therefore, Mile. Duplessis, I ask you, after all your 
own admission, why ^* 

Adele fainted. The fatal conviction had flashed 
on her mind — she was deceived. The Jesuit's ap- 
peal remained unfinished. 

Dreadful conviction! And so unprepared — so 
sudden I At one fell swoop all her gorgeous fabric 
of bliss was made a ruin. 

And such is woman's love — such her hope — and 
but too often her cruel fate ! 



N 2 



180 A dele's love. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE TENDER MERCIES OF THE WICKED. 

After the application of the usual remedies, Adele 
^eviyed. The Jesuit took leave. M. Duplessis 
paced the apartment in anxious thought. Adele 
retired to her room. 

Her strong mind summoned all its energies to 
endure the pangs of disappointment, — those bitter 
thoughts, which seem so hard to resist and compose, 
to many a gentle heart in its unequal conflict with a 
selfish world. 

The reader will not fully comprehend the extent 
of Adele's disappointment, until she herself shall 
express it to her deceiver : the hopes of her gene- 
rous, noble soul, — her ardent heart — a heart which 
had imagined a good thought, and fondly, too 
fondly, promised itself its speedy accomplishment. 

Hers was a love of rapid growth ; like the growth 
of a tropical plant — nor less luxuriant, nor less 
beautiful, nor less adorned with brilliant flowers — 
the hope of fruit in due season. 

The thoughtful girl had preconceived in her 
mind the pattern of those qualities which she desired 
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in a husband. With the quick eye of woman, she 
fimcied that she beheld those qualities in Leonard 
Devigne. She loved their seeming possessor; or, 
rather, she loved the qualities which Leonard 
seemed to possess. Often is woman thus ena- 
moured, and borne irresistibly, as it were, to the 
seemingly gifted object of love. 

She is, in her strong determination, accused of 
" passion ;" but, in most cases, her love has a more 
rational foundation. More impressionable, more 
sensitive, more spiritual, than man, love entirely 
possesses her soul ; it captivates every sentiment of 
her heart. But as she is convinced that she sees 
proofs of a fimcied endowment, she only worships 
that endowment, so to speak, ^^with all her mind 
and with all her heart" 

Sensual feelings commonly vitiate the love of 
man : seldom do they intrude into the love of 
woman. She is by nature purer than man ; in 
spite of the contrary opinion too confidently ex* 
pressed by those who mistake woman's entire devoted^ 
ness to the object of her love for «eZj^satisfying 
ecstacies. Perhaps no influence or power would 
shake the foundation of her virtne, eo/M she read the 
heart of her decewer. But how little cares man for 
the previous innocence of her whom he seeks to 
betray? Woman yields to vice, only because she 
hopes it will lead to virtue — trusting, as she fcmdly 
does, to the gratitude of man ; and, unconscious of 
deceit, she surrenders to the man who swears eternal 
adoration* Love, to woman, makes all things law- 
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fill, because loye is the presiding diyinity of her 
soul, and therefore demands her greatest sacrifice* 
When men would compass their designs, an appeal 
to her love is seldom made in vain. 

But although she falls, she never loses her innate 
piety. She would rise from guilt sooner and more 
effectuallj than man, if the human sympathies of 
society would charitably forget that she was ever 
guilty. The roots of religion are still deep within, 
though withering, and demand but the dews of 
Heaven's grace to refreshen them, and make them 
put forth buds, and branches, and the fruits of 
blessedness. 

Listen to Adele. She has just read over again 
Leonard Devigne's love-letter. 

'^ Strange that I did not see through it before ! 
How imagination has misled me I How insipid, 
fulsome, disgusting, these expressions seem to me 
now ! Only an hour ago they warmed my heart, 
ravished my soul. I believed him* False I False I 
I took thee for thy better, wretched man ! Thou 
hast lost a heart that would have loved thee for ever. 
For the mind and heart which it worships perish 
not — ^fade not — change not. 

^^ But perhaps he is slandered by the Jesuits, as 
so many are. Yet they always have a motive. What 
motive can they have for slandering Mr. Devigne ? 
I can see none. 

'^ Yes, alas ! it must be so. The dying man has 
spoken the truth. All the circumstances are sus« 
picious. What, my lover the friend, the intimate 
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friend, of Valremy, whose character is so bad ! And 
called " honour itself" by my lover ! What idea 
has he of honour ? Hideous thought ! Merciful 
Heaven ! I am grateful for thy intervention. Surely 
my father knew him to be the friend of the fearful 
Count. Why did he introduce him to me ? Why 
did he always bid him welcome, knowing him to be 
the companion of that most unprincipled man ? And 
yet, who could imagine his guilt from that open 
brow — from those lips, so eloquent of good on every 
topic most dear to my heart ? Who could express 
so well my mind's own thoughts, as if he could read 
their obscurities, so thrillingly did he interpret all 
my doubts and difficulties. And all to deceive me ! 
To deceive me, who loved him more and more—* 
who was ready to give him my heart for ever — all 
that I have or am — only craving his heart and mind 
in return ! Was that too much to yield ? 'Tis done. 
I will be grateful to Heaven for its protection. 
I am resigned. The past shall be a light to the 
future. 

^' I shall declare my resolution to my father. I 
am mistress of my fortune. I shall follow the dic- 
tates of my heart, trusting that God will guide it. 
He has saved me from a libertine : I will myself 
discard a guilty wretch. I endured him for my 
fieither's sake ; but even for his sake I cannot wed a 
guilty man, — even should he be base enough to press 
my engagement after what has passed. 

^' This Jesuit means me no good, I am convinced. 
His eye was wicked this morning. He surprised 
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me into admissions. Yes, I can see throngh it now» 
My dislike and contempt for the man and his reli- 
gion are increased by to-day's interview. God will 
assist me to do His will." 

Adele's maid entered to inqoire how she felt* 
Adele stopped her. 

'^ Marie," she said, '' I wish to ask you a few 
questions. I do not think I have eyer done you 
wrong I " 

^' Oh, miss, how can you wrong any one? You 
do good to everybody. To have only done what 
you have done for poor Perryer is enough to make 
you full of merits,'* 

'' Say nothing of that, Marie. I have only done 
a Christian's duty in succouring the afflicted. Mor* 
tals may not think of ^ merits :' they are God's 
alone. But, Marie, I have something to say to you. 
It grieves me to think of it — how much more to 
speak it. Marie, I suspect you have been false 
to me." 

"I, miss! Who? — how? — what?" stammered 
the woman, with considei*able agitation. 

" How have I merited your injury ? Have I not 
been your friend in all things? Need I remind yoa 
of my love for you ? Have I not treated you more 
as a poor sister than a servant ? " 

/' Oh ! my dear mistress, what have I done to (te- 
serve these cruel reproaches?" 

'' Bead this piece of paper. I found it in the 
garden this morning. My name is mentioned. You 
are promised a reward for a certain service. How 
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now ? Yon tremble, Marie. Then you are guilty ? 
Again deceived ! Strengthen me, Heaven !" 

The woman fell on her knees, unable to speaks 
embracing the feet of her mistress, and passionately 
weeping. Adele exclaimed, — 

^ Oh, what a power has gold ! But you needed 
it not. Have I not plenty ? Did I ever deny 
you?'* 

V Oh ! I am a guilty wretch, my dear mistress. I 
should die for my base ingratitude. But I will con- 
fess all. You should know all. And then hurl me 
back into that poverty from which you raised me to 
betray you. I have served your enemies — those 
whom you have so much reason to hate — M. Gra- 
mont and JP^ Maugras. Oh, what an evil hour it 
was when I listened to temptation ! I shall never 
look up to Heaven again." 

** Be calm, poor Marie. I shall forgive you. If 
we, through mere civility, pardon and overlook the 
disgraceful crimes of the * fashionable,' who sin on 
'principle,' surely we should pity and forgive the 
transgressions of the ignorant poor. You have been 
deceived ; so have I. We have reason to commis- 
sarate each other." 

"What divine charity! Oh, my dear mistress, 
that I could betray you !'* 

" Let that pass, Marie. Tell me all I should 
know.*' 

" 'Tis soon told. All along I^ere Maugras has 
questioned me concerning your conduct — so chari- 
table to all the afflicted ; your conversation ; the 
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books you read. He made me take him one. He 
has it still. You missed it. I told you I had not 
seen it You thought you had mislaid it, and would 
find it again ; for you did not suspect me then. He 
questioned me concerning you and Mr. Deyigne. 
But on that subject I told him little ; for M. Gra- 
mont retained me on that score, and made me pledge 
myself not to breathe a syllable about it to any one. 
Apparently he felt ashamed that the world should 
know how he was supplanted. I told him about 
your correspondence. But all your letters went safe : 
I did not wrong you there. 

^^ It was I who told him about your intended 
elopement. He was in the garden when you opened 
the gate. I wonder you did not hear a branch give 
way : it broke with him." 

'^ I did, Marie ; but thought it was the wind. Oh ! 
let me bless you for having, unintentionally though 
it was, saved me from a terrible trial. Yes ; your 
perfidy was made a blessing to me by Heaven. Oh ! 
if we but strive sincerely to be good, God will defeat 
the schemes of the tempter. Strange — adorable 
Providence ! Even your wickedness, Marie, has 
done me good. I forgive you. Yes ; you will repent 
and be better. I shall still be your friend, your 
sister." 

" One word more, my dearest mistress. Think 
no more of Mr. Devigne. I know that he has the 
worst inclinations. He " 

^^ Cease, Marie ; I am satisfied on that point. My 
resolution is taken. It shall be neither M. Gramont 
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nor Mr. Devigne. Leave me. I mast prepare my- 
self for a trial that will soon take place. God will 
aid me." 

Let us leave Adele to her reflections, and witness 
an interview between M. Gramont and M. Duplessis. 
A few words respecting M. Gramont are necessary 
to enlighten the reader respecting the man who is 
betrothed to Adele Duplessis. 

Valremy's opinion of Gramont was correct. A 
chevalier d^ industries or fashionable man, ready for 
any work, he was endured in society, on several 
accounts. He dressed well — no one knew at whose 
expense ; he was a " lucky " gambler. 

Patronised by the principals of one of the most 
notorious gambling-houses in Paris, his professional 
avocation consisted in visiting the hotels and places 
of resort frequented by young Englishmen and 
Americans, whom he thence decoyed to "his house." 

A " man of honour," as he styled himself, he was 
ever ready to resent the slightest insult. His fatal 
duels were notorious ; he passed for the most skilful 
fencer in the French metropolis. He was certainly 
feared in " respectable " society. 

Besides, it was a part of his " profession " to make 
himself agreeable. He sang well; danced well; 
waltzed well (and ladies waltzed with him, too) ; he 
was a consummate flatterer, and could relate an ex- 
cellent anecdote. These are prodigious recommen- 
dations to the flimsy coteries of the '^ fashionable 
world." 

The cause of Valremy's hatred of the man is 
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known to the reader, and most have long since in- 
spired contempt for the unscrupulous fortune-hunter. 
Vabemy lost no opportunity to retaliate ; he deyised 
every possible scheme covertly to injure and torment 
this object of his hatred as well as the Jesuits. He 
succeeded in getting him ignominiously dismissed 
from the gaming tables, by insinuating his poverty. 
This was a severe blow to a man who lived on his 
" gains.** 

During this temporary disgrace, Gramont joined 
in an enterprise whose success was purchased by the 
murder of a young and wealthy American. The 
chief agent was a woman. Her crime was detected 
by the odour of the corpse concealed in her house ; 
but the accessory, M. Oramont, still flourished, un- 
known to the authorities, unsuspected. 

His last crime, the murder of Valremy, has been 
ascribed to many. M. Gramont is remarkable for 
his '' luck ;" he has always managed *^ to fidl on his 
legs." The report of the Count's death was soon 
noised abroad. The mystery which it] involved en- 
hanced the excitement of the gay world, and that 
most prolific parent of error, conjecture, soon gave 
the Count a dozen different murderers, among which 
the real one was not included. This was natural ; 
for a man of his extensive operations in hazardous 
intrigue must have had many enemies, and not a few 
would be known to public scandal. 

The authorities investigated the matter ; but they 
had very little to investigate, beside the mere fact ; 
and their only verdict was that the man weis fairly 
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killed, as the fact of the duel was unquestionable, by 
the testimony of the Count's postilion. Besides, 
the dying man declared the fact, but refused to name 
his antagonist. 

After investigating the barren evidence, and ques- 
tioning a few scandal-suggested murderers of the 
fashionable world, the inquest was terminated with 
the verdict as above : quite as satisfactory as the 
generality of such mystifications. 

Perfectly convinced that Mile. Duplessis alone 
could implicate him, and " morally " certain that she 
would not, Gramont heard the news with the excla- 
mation of surprise and concern usual on such occa- 
sions, and even volunteered ''a probable opinion" 
as to the truth of certain conjectures respecting the 
Count's exterminator. 

His reflections on the extraordinary meeting with 
Vali'emy were, naturally, most harassing. The &ct 
puzzled him, but how to explain it puzzled him still 
more. It was, therefore, with vast satisfaction that 
he heard of the " edifying circumstances " attending 
the Count's departure. 

A Jesuit had attended the dying man. M. Du- 
plessis (who was under peculiar obligations to him, 
and intimately connected with the Jesuits) might be 
boldly applied to ; and a due explanation could be 
demanded respecting the suspicious conduct of his 
daughter. 

Thus emboldened by the Count's refusal to give 
the name of his antagonist — one of the '' edifying" 
circumstances of his death — and now hopeful of 



190 A MAN WHO CAN TAKE A UBBRTT. 

gaining the desired explanation, Gramont hastened 
to M. Duplessis. 

We left M. Duplessis pacing his apartment, in 
anxious thought. M. Gramont is announced — 
admitted. 

Gramont entered the room as a man who feels 
that he can take a liberty — that he can presume to 
any extent. How easily are such men recognised^ 
even by strangers? The tones of the yoice, the 
looks, the address of those who are permitted to 
presume are never to be mistaken. 
. M. Gramont began, as on a former occasion — ^for 
he always talked of " honour " — 

" M. Duplessis, you are a man of honour." 

There was no reply; M. Duplessis was crest- 
fallen ; he foreboded a crisis. 

" Yes, M. Duplessis, the matter is serious — ^very 
serious, my good sir. Excessively perplexing! 
What an amusing adventure! I set out for an 
evening walk« I wander here, I wander there, 
loitering I know not whither. Presently I see a 
gate open. I stand and observe. The moon lends 
her light. 

" I discover a female form. 

" Note my words, M. Duplessis ; vi, female form — 
in other words, a woman — in plainer words, a young 
lady. 

^' I imagine I know that young lady. 

"Tis quite natural — I j^Zfot^? that young lady — 
for, need I tell you that the young lady did not open 
the gate in order to stand still beside it. 
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^^ She bounded off like an antelope, 

" I pursue ; and by dint of hard running, I keep 
within — just three hundred yards of her, 

" She stops. 

" I stop. 

" Presently, a male form presents itself. Note 
my words, M. Duplessis — a male form " 

" State your object at once, M. Gramont What 
knean you ? You tire me," exclaimed M. I)u- 
plessis. 

" Allow me to continue," rejoined Gramont, very 
firmly. " A maU form— in other words, a man^in 
plainer words, a young gentleman. 

" I am, of course, excessively interested in this 
apparition, M. Duplessis. 

" I approach. 

" The young gentleman comes forth — he emerges* 

^' The young lady trips to his arms. 

" Oh, 't was a ravishing sight I It attracted me 
like universal gravitation^ or Mohammed's load- 
stone. 

" I rush forth — and recognise your daughter^ 
Mile. Adele Duplessis — my betrothed — leaning on 
the blessed arms of another man. 

^' Was it not a delightful vision for a man of 
honour, good M. Duplessis, father of my betrothed, 
and my dear friend ? Let me continue : no inter* 
ruption, sir : be silent. 

^^ Well, sir ; I suspend the ecstacies of love. 

'^ I cause an embarrassment. I do more. I 
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invite the gentleman to a private interriew. I 
challenge him. I find him to be — ^Valremy! 

^' Was it not extraordinary ? 

^I kill him, of course — but this between ns — 
you're a man of honour. 

^ And now, good M. Daplessis, haye compassion 
on me, and explain this mystery, if you please. I 
ammand you." 

M. Duplessis sat down, supporting his forehead 
on his right hand, whilst his left twitched his coat- 
buttons. 

^ Yes, M. Duplessis, this is the critical moment ; 
the fatal moment, I may say. I command you to 
explain at once. Satisfy my hotour, or — ^yon know 
the rest." 

After a moment's hesitation, M. Duplessis stam- 
mered out the desired explanation, giving Adele's 
account circumstantially, and thus concluded : — 

^ My dear Gramont, your honour is safe, intact. 
The girl is innocent — ^necessarily so. Valremy de- 
clared the fact on his deathbed to Father Maugras. 
I refer you to him. I am ready to hasten your nup^ 
tiah/" 

*' That looks like business, my dear M. Duplessis, 
Ton are a man of honour. I accept your offer. 
Let it be the day after Uhmorrow. I shall wait no 
longer. 

'^ You have assured me that your daughter loves 
me. She has every reason to do so, I imagine. I 
am a man of honour. 
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" I bid you good morning : but first — and last — 
yoxipramisey do you not?" 

" I promise," faintly whispered M. Duplessis, in 
great agitation, as if he feared lest his conscience 
should hear him. 

" You are a man of honour, M. Duplessis. So 
am I. Good morning." 
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CHAPTER XIX, 



SHAME AND HUMILIATION. 



At this moment the father's thoughts are painful, 
agonizing ; the daughter's are placid, consolatory. 

Doubtless an erroneous opinion was formed of 
Adele, from her first sharp conversation with her 
father. Her ardent temperament^ together with 
other causes connected with the manifest inconsis- 
tencies of Jesuitico-Romanism, and something simi- 
lar in her father's conduct, tempted the girl to trans- 
gress those sacred bounds which filial reverence 
shudders to pass. But we saw her then happy — 
happy in the consciousness of being beloved. Whom 
does not that consciousness somewhat unsettle ? 
We have seen her subdued; her mind chastised 
by affliction into that pensive mood which disposes 
a good heart to charitable deeds, to thoughts of 
heaven. It is a bad heart which is not improved 
by affliction ; or, at least, which is made worse by the 
trials of life. 

At her father's request, Adele joined him in the 
parlour. 

She perceived that he was ill at ease. The cause 
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she knew not. Her first thought was to console 
her father; seeing that she was herself quite re- 
signed, comforted. 

" Sit down, Adele," said M. Duplessis, plain- 
tively; "I have troublesome thoughts, which, perhaps, 
you will dispel ; you can do so. Adele, I have been 
sometimes unkind to you, but I have never ceased 
to love you. Adele, do you love your father?" 

"Oh, my father! why ask me that cruel ques- 
tion?" 

She rushed to his chair, and embraced her father 
with tearful emotion. 

" I feel that you do, Adele — I feel that you do. 
Yea] you love your father. Would you not save 
him from ruin, Adele ?" 

" Oh ! say but the means, and prove my heart, 
dearest &ther. My fortune — my whole fortune is 
at your command. Providence gave it me unex- 
pectedly, but for a good purpose ; and, if to save 
my father from ruin, the gift is enhanced— the bless- 
ing is, if possible, more divine." 

" My child, I thank you ; but that is not my 
meaning. Money cannot save yonr father from dis- 
grace, shame, contempt." 

^ Disgrace, shame, contempt, my father !" 

"Tis soon explained, Adele. I have been im- 
prudent; I have compromised myself. M. Gramont 
alone can betray me ; he alone possesses my secret ; 
he threatens me with disgrace^ shame, contempt. 
And now you understand all." 

o 2 
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Adele's bosom heaved; she breathed with diffi- 
culty. 

^* Yes, father, I understand you. Thus, then, I 
am sacrificed to this man by a sort of compact — 
sold, as it were, at the price of a baseness. And 
this man has dared to reproach you with disgrace, 
shame, contempt I " 

Adele paused for a moment, weighing what she 
was about to say. 

" Father," she continued, " leave all to me. Your 
secret, whatever it be, shall be defended, made 
respectable, by a daughter. I can do it ; I shall do 
it. Send for M. Gramont at once. But permit us 
to settle the matter between us. I shall have to 
use the name of a third party. I wffl save you, 
father — your daughter will save you." 

" But how, Adele ? What is your plan ?" 

'^ Pardon me, father ; I cannot say more than 
that I can and mU save you, and myself also. I 
have the power. If I cannot, then I '11 marry M. 
Gramont, which is a dreadful alternative." 

"My good, dear child — ^my own Adele!" ex- 
claimed the father, tenderly embracing the noble 
girl. 

Her attitude, at that moment of conscious power 
and hopefulness, enhanced every element of her 
beauty, which Leonard had scarcely exaggerated in 
his description. 

" I shall wait for him here, father. Do you retire 
out of hearing; promise me that. Send for M. 
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Gramont. I shall be happy to-day ; We shall be 
happy to-day." 

Fortunately the messenger soon found M. Gra- 
mont. He gladly complied with the request to 
attend on Mile. Duplessis. 

On entering the room, he saluted Adele with a 
half-triumphant air. She bowed without rising, and 
pointed to a chair. 

Gramont began, with a swaggering tone, — 

" I believe I ought to apologise " 

* Permit me to interrupt you, sir. 'T is a matter 
of business to-day ; apologies may be excused." 

" As you please, mademoiselle." 

" I am obliged, M. Gramont. I wish to know if 
you still pretend to my hand ? " 

" Decidedly. Have you not pledged your word ? 
Has not your father pledged himself?" 

"What! you still desire to marry me? Then 
your motive is more apparent than ever. You crave 
my fortune J* 

Gramont shrugged his shoulders. 

" Well, sir, that will be soon settled. My fortune, 
you know, I possess in my own right. I am of age. 
Let us arrange the matter amicably. I'll make 
over one-half to you. Will that satisfy you ?" 

" Mile. Duplessis, you insult me.** 

" I beg pardon, M. Gramont ; you compel me to 
descend to business. Think a moment. You will 
consent, I am sure." 

" Madam, I am not to be insulted with impunity. 
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Measure your words, madam. I tell you that you 
shall marry me. Do you understand ? You shall 
marry me — ^you must" 

Gramont pronounced these words brutally, and 
stamped with rage, as he concluded. Adele grew 
pale, but lost not her self-possession. She said 
firmly, — 

" What, sir, if I say that I will not xsk'oiT^ you?** 

'^ Ask your father; he will tell you the conse- 
quences;" retorted Gramont, with a bitter smile. 

" And you condescend to build your hope on the 
possession of my father^s secret?" 

" Oh, you know it, do you? Well, *tis hard for 
iM)o to keep a secret: when we are ofne^ it will be 



more secure." 



" Suppose, M. Gramont, you had a secret, and it 
were known to another whose secret you knew, 
would you not respect that secret then ?" 

*' Oh, assuredly ; but that is nothing to the pur- 
pose." 

" Let us see, M. Gramont. Tax your memory ; 
try if you can recall the fifteenth of June, 18—, 
three o'clock in the morning.'' 

Gramont grasped the chair against which he was 
standing ; gazed, horror-struck, on Adele ; who, no- 
thing dismayed, went on, — 

'* I will not go through the hideous details, I 
will only mention the name of the man whom you 
engaged to remove the dead body, but who shrank 
back at the sight of the corpse, and the thought of 
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the murder in wliich you were concerned. The man's 
name is Perry er; he is ready to attest the fact, on 
oath." 

Gramonfs look was fiightfiil to behold. Adele 
lowered her eyes to the floor, but continued, — 
though her mouth was dry, her lips parched with 
excitement, — 

" I have befriended this man : he is a worthy man 
in afflictbn. To soothe his sorrows, I told him 
mine — I mean your persecution of me, M. Gramont. 
It was then that he conjured me, with tears in his 
eyes, rather to die than wed you, M. Gramont ; and 
then he told me your secret. 

" Now, sir, you must write on this paper my libe- 
ration, to set my father at rest. I do not know his 
secret; he does not know yours. I am ready to 
swear to respect it, trusting that Heaven will touch 
your heart one day with repentance." 

" Here is the paper, sir." 

Gramont seemed struck dumb. Pale and trem- 
bling — the coward of guilt — he wrote, and signed 
the document. 

" One word ere we part, M. Gramont : Learn, 
from this conjuncture, never to seek your own ends 
by the ruin of another. Learn to tremble in your 
guilt. Become a better man; strive to respect 
yourself, by rendering yourself respectable in your 
own eyes. And, finally, I thank God for making 
you, M. Gramont, the means of saving me from 
misery, in the way you know, doubtless. I thank 
you, and may God bless you with repentance ; for 
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the awful crime you have committed will be, to my 
last hour, a source of bitter anguish to me. To have 
escaped misery with Mr. Devigne is a blessing which 
I grat^uUy acknowledge, but it is dearly purchased 
by your dreadful crime. I shall bewail it for you, till 
God shall touch your heart. If it be any console-, 
tion to you, know, also, that I discard your rival for 
ever. Farewell." 

Gramont left without uttering a word ; but the 
name of that rival rang in his bewildered brain. 
To him he ascribed the beginning of his disappoint- 
ment ; and him he resolved to seek and punish — ^he 
would wreak his vengeance on Leonard Devigne. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

TAKEN ABACK, AND MADE FURIOUS — THE RESULT, 

We must now return to Leonard's apartments. 

After writing, sealing, and despatching the letter 
to Adele, he seemed relieved even of the sorrow he 
had felt for the Count's catastrophe. 

Prospects of the kind which now beguiled Leonard 
Devigne, are very exclusive phantoms of the mind : 
he could think of nothing else. 

There he sits. Can you not read his thoughts; 
from the play of his features, now that he is alone f 
His eyebrows rise and fall ; his lips alternately smile 
and curl, and discover his white teeth. And now he 
frowns — clenching his fist, — and then a long, deep 
sigh: — he begins to pace the room once more, 
waiting for Adele's reply. Listen : — 

"Confoundedly late!" looking at his watch. 
" What keeps her from writing ? . . , . Biit it does 

not matter ; — any hour may be the hour 

Yes, yes, poor girl ! I pity her excessively. But 
*t was the Count : — 't was his work. He first inspired 
the atrocity. I should never have thought of it. 
WeU he's excessively punished, poor fellow! 



202 HINTS TO TOUN6 LADIES. 

Consume the Jesuits ! How they 'U glory thereat ! 
But he '11 haunt them still And that con- 
founded old rogue to try to in-penitent ?we, too! 
Inconceivable insolence ! But I pilled him for his 

pains. He '11 not forget me 

" Gramont, — vile wretch ! I '11 punish him some 
day. Valremy has fallen by this dog — this puppy ! 

Oh, sweet Adele ! — thou rose of Sharon ! 

Bloom, sweetest, bloom, and let me quaff thy celes- 
tial fragrance for ever ! . . . . My soul is drunk — 
I reel — I swoon at the thought! . • . . Yes, how she 
will exult — how she will yearn to rush to the bliss of 
which she has been disappointed ! . • • . Yes, per- 
haps, it's all the better; a little disappointment is a 

stimulant in such cases I fSemcy I 

see her reading my letter. Very strong — rather; but 
then consider the desperate case! One mtist pour 
forth in such cases. You can't say too much when 
your every word will be sucked down like mother's 
milk by a half-starved innocent. I fancy I hear her, 
— ^ Oh ! what love ! — what adoration ! — what ardour ! 
— ^what fire ! — ^what generous indignation ! — what a 
noble soul I' and so forth.... It's astonishing 
how soon N I took the measure of that girl's mind. 
She was too candid by half. Women should not 
let us know what sort of thoughts they like. How 
easily they are managed when we get this key I 
Is this deceit? — I — I think not. For I think I 
always feel what I say, — for the time at least. .... 
But I'll reform now. Yes, I'll try and conform 
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to her opinion of me. She told me * I am 
more divine than human,' and the tears rushed 
to her eyes. Oh dear! I .wish I could believe 
her 

^'What a noble creature she is! Such a bright 
mind, and yet so full of heart ! — all soul, all mind, 
all heart ! What a treasure for a reformed rake ! 

I wonder how I came to merit this blessing 

Let me see, — ^yes, there must be something very 
good in me, after alL What can it be ? I '11 think. 
Can it be " 

Leonard's valet entered with a letter. It was 
from Adele* At last the expected letter! Ten 
o'clock at night ! 

We shall transcribe it, onutting Leonard's inter- 
jectional remarks and exclamations, as he proceeded 
in the perusal. 

''To Leonard Devigne, Esq. 
" Sir, 

^ This has been a day of dismal and agonizing 
thoughts to me; but I am now at peace. 

^' I am tempted to say much to you ; but will 
content myself with a few words. Perhaps ihey 
will do good service ; for I cannot believe that you 
are irrevocably depraved. I cannot believe that such 
a mind as you evidently possess, can be the hand- 
maid of a heart depraved for ever. No; that mind 
may be enlightened by Heaven to curb the move- 
ments of your mi^uided heart 

"My answer to your letter requires but few words. 
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I shrink, with thanks to God, for his inter- 
vention, from the degrading, corrupting touch of 
a libertine ! What baseness ! To betray me to 
that man whom every virtuous woman dreads ! 
I know all. You have basely deceived me. God 
protected me ; and may He deliver you from 
temptation, though you led me into the dreadful 
snare. 

" I despise M. Gramont, and have rejected him. 
I pity you — and discard you 

" One word more. Oh I how you have disen- 
chanted me I What hopes were mine ! For a long 
time a sincere seeker of . truth, I have satisfied 
my mind of the divine will that I should embrace the 
simpler, the purer doctrines of Protestantism. When 
you came to me, and I learnt that you were a Pro- 
testant, and feli that you loved me — oh ! how my 
heart exulted at the thought that perhaps Heaven 
sent you to me as a guarantee of its approbation. 
And then, when I contemplated that mind which 
seemed so full of beautiful, good thoughts, what 
future delights were promised to my fancy when I 
felt that you loved me ! . . . • 

"And, behold! I find I was deceived — basely 
deceived, for a vile purpose. Oh, how humiliating 
the thought ! Shall I not suspect, for the future, all 
who speak so well, so eloquently, on the themes that 
mind can illumine, and the heart can warm with 
celestial fire ? No, — I shall not suspect evil because; 
I, havf. f ice been deceived in my imagination of 
good. Why should we suspect virtue, because 
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hypocrisy can imitate it so well ? You have proved 
to me what a virtuous mind must be, since even 
your deceitful heart enabled you to delight the 
feelings of my soul, which yearns for the beautiful 
and good, 

" Farewell, sir ! May you repent ! I shall 
perform my resolutions. I shall embrace the faith 
which you might honour. May Heaven inspire you 
with the changing thought ! 

"I return all your letters and presents. You 
may bum mine ; I do not wish to see them again ; 
the hand which touched them is a deceiver; — a 
cruel, heartless deceiver. I despise them. 

" Remember the day when you betrayed an 
innocent girl, who suspected you not of baseness — 
who loved you. The thought may soften your heart. 
Then repent and amend. But Adele Duplessis 
rejects you for ever : — she will not marry a libertine, 
even * reformed.' Again I bless God for having 
iooed me from you, Mr. Devigne. 

"Adele Duplessis." 

" Fiends ! — furies ! She has dared to reject me ! 
But I was a fool to trouble myself about her. 
Plague on the owl of a woman! Consume her. 

I'm glad of it. I 'm free once more. But 

it's consumedly provoking, — ^To the last degree 
humfliating!" 

He kicked the chair from under him — struck the 
table with fury— his face red with passion. 

^' It maddens me ! I must drive it out of 



206 THE GAMBLING-HOUSE. 

mind. Plague on it! It's so dencedly humi- 
liating." 

He seized his hat, darted out of the room, and a 
moment after he was rushing through the street, 
not knowing whither he went. 

On — on he dashed, as if a fiend attracted him. 
On — on — ^till he stops. 

'^ Yes, yes ; I '11 have a game : it will kill the 
hideous thought." 

The notorious gambling-house of Paris was be- 
fore him. Leonard entered. 

Brilliantly illumined^ the room presents a mo- 
tley assemblage of desperate men and desperate 
women. 

Behold that youth, pale, thin, haggard : — ^there, 
in that group at the furthest end of the saloon. 
Observe the conyulsiye twitch of his lip, as he pre- 
tends to laugh — ^how ghasOy is the sound of that 
laugh. He would stifle a dreadful conviction. He 
laughs ; but soon, in the solitude of his restless bed 
to-night, he will weep in agony. He has lost all he 
possessed — he is ruined 

Look at that middle-aged man, with large massive 
forehead — brilliant eyes flashing anon : he is a mer- 
chant ; his business gives way to his gambling con- 
cerns ; he has studied the '^ principles" of ^' chance " 
theoretically ; imagines himself an adept, yet every 
night loses, loses, loses, till he shall become a bank- 
rupt ; perhaps a swindler. He has left at home a 
wife and six children* 

Mark that wretched man, there, just under the 
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chandelier. He has been unfortunate in trade ; and 
his starving wife and children cry for bread. He 
has pawned, and pawned, — but the last pledge is 
pawned; at last, and, awful thought! he has resolved 
to " try his luck " at the gambling table. He has 
won immensely. Why does he not grasp his gains, 
hasten to his home, and scatter gladness around? 
He cannot tear himself from the dreadful fascination. 
See how " luck " has blessed him ! What a heap 
of gold laughs before him ! Bolder and bolder, he 
doubles, and triples, and quadruples his stakes. Ob- 
serve the cool principal of the " House :" See how 
he calculates. Shall not this "beggar" break the 
bank? .... And now for the turn. "Luck" 
has changed. Hundreds have been fascinated into 
a game by the apparent success of this devoted 
"beggar:" now let him be fleeced. — See how the 
heap of gold is dwindling ! Small — smaller 
— smaller stiD, — the last stake ! — gone — lost — 
ruined ! Despair — suicide — awaits the wretched 
man! . • . No, no; God has pitied his poor 
vfife and innocent children. Adele Duplessis has 
already been informed of their fate ; she has sent to 
assure them of her coming ; she will relieve them 
to-morrow. 

"Oh! had I but thought that God would assist 
pie!" exclaims the wretched man, when his wife 
tells him this thrilling news. 

Hadst thou but thought ? Wretched subterfuge ! 
ELnowest thou not that the very moment when thou 



208 THE 6AMB BEGINS. 

admittest a thought of evil, the God of Mercy- 
may withhold the good intended to bless thee? 
Despair not, and God will realize thy upright hope- 
fulness. 

" Who 's that poor devil, baron ?" asked Leonard 
Devigne, as the man rushed past him. 

" Nobody : he 's fleeced. Shall we have a threw 
or two?" rejoined the Baron Sansterre. 

"Willingly. I'll give you a chance to rHrieve 
your honour." 

" Sir, you are very generous," taking out the dice 
which he had brought in his pocket, which he had 
used on many occasions before, and with whose 
peculiar construction he was as familiar as a burglar 
is with his pick-lock. 

"What shall be the stake?" asked the Baron, 
rattling the dice. 

" Just what you please," said Leonard. 

" One hundred francs. — ^Throw first." 

The dice rattled and fell. 

" Ten. Good." 

The Baron put the dice into the box and threw. 

" Six," he exclaimed. " Ventre St. Grisl your 
luck is wonderfuL Fortune befriends you. Two 
hundred, if you please?" 

"Good," said Leonard. "Let it be two hun- 
dred." 

Leonard threw first ; for the Baron gave him the 
box. 

" Eight. Good." 

Sansterre threw. 
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Five. Morbleul you will ruin me." 
What will the stake be now, Baron ? Fortune 
is against you^" said Leonard, smiling. 

" Four hundred," said the Baron, apparently 
agitated. 

" Four liundred let it be. Will you throw first, 
baron?" 

^ Oh, no ; honour to the brave. I reagn the lead 
to the conqueror. Proceed," 

" Ten. Good." 

Sanst^-re put the dice into the box, giving 
Aem a whirl which seemed to give them life, and 
liirew. 

"Twelve. Ah, ha J she relents; day dawns; 

the night is passed T^ame the 

stake." 

" Just what you please, baron." 

" Six hundred," said the latter. 

" Six hundred," mattered Leonard, hb lips quiver- 
ing as he grasped the box. He threw. 

"Eight. 'Tis easily beaten, if fortune smiles," 
said the Baron, and tiirew. 

" Twelve," sweeping die stake in silence. 

" Twelve hundred," exclaimed Leonard, trembling 
with agitation. 

" Let it be twelve hundred." 

" Throw first, if you please. Baron." 

" CCTtainly." 

« Twdve." 

" Six." 

p 
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" It seems that luck has changed sides," said a 
stranger to Leonard. " Be not too desperate, sir." 

" It seems so," rejoined Leonard. " The last hun- 
dred, for to-night, goes now.' 

"One hundred?' 

" One hundred.' 

Leonard threw. 

" Six. 'T is a trifle," said the gambler. He twirled 
the dice, threw, and exclaimed — 

"Ten." 

" I bid you good-night. Baron, au revair" stam- 
mered the youth, who had lost all his money. He 
left the room, followed by the " stranger " who had 
addressed him during the game. He overtook 
Leonard. • - 

" You have been unfortunate to-night," said he. 

" Rather. One must lose sometimes." 

"For myself, I never play; but one may learn 
the human heart in such a place." 

" 'T is pleasant excitement ; besides, one learns by 
losing to keep one's temper." 

"Very true. All things are made useful by a 
wise mind. You are a philosopher, I should think, 
from that remark." 

" I thank you for the compliment. May I know 
to whom I am indebted for it?" 

" Colonel Amand." 

" My name is Devigne. I shall be happy of your 
acquaintance. I shall be very dull to-night; will 
you step in with me? Here we are." 
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"You honour me. I am most happy to make 
your acquaintance; but it must, unfortunately, be 
short." 

"How so?" 

" I start to-morrow en route for Rome," said the 
Colonel Amand. 

" Very fortunate ! I must do the same. We 
shall travel together. Walk in." 

Colonel Amand was Father Laplace, the Jesuit. 
He looked the colonel as well as the notorious 
Parsons, of Elizabethan memory, who often figured 
as an officer. 

He had tracked Leonard to the gambling-house ; 
and knowing his father's order at the bank, not 
to allow him more supplies till he left Paris, the 
Jesuit had turned the "fortunate" losses of his 
prey to good account, by at once suggesting the 
journey. 

Leonard and his new acquaintance spent a plea- 
sant night together. His troublesome thoughts were 
dispelled with the fumes of wine, and the merry, but 
perfectly innocent jokes and anecdotes of his prolific 
Jesuit. 

What had he now to retain him in Paris ? Nothing. 
He was disgusted with everything in it : ' for the 
reader need scarcely be reminded that, to such a 
mind, disappointment in desire sheds rancorous 
gloom over all that can remind it of its humiliation. 
On the following day, Leonard set out, accom- 
panied by the Jesuit-Colonel. 

p 2 
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For the present, we must leave Adele to her 
'^determinations/' and M. Duplessis to his " secret," 
and M. Gramont to his " revenge :" we shall settle 
accounts with all in due time. 

Leonard has broken cover. The Jesuits exult. 
The game is up. Will they hunt him io the 
"death?" .... 



END OF PART II. 
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PART III. 

THE TRIUMPH. 

K. Hen, How bloodHjf the sun begina to peer 
Abore yon bnsky hill I The da j looks pale 
At hia di8tem|>eiature. 

P. Hvu The aoathern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 
And by his hollow whistling in the leaves, 
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 

K. Heiu Then with the losers let it sympathise ; 
For nothing can seem foul to those that win ! 

King Henry IV, Act v. Scene L 



CHAPTER I. 

CORR£SPONI>BllCB. 



Father Maugras* to the English Provincial. 

'* Vert Reyerend Father^ 

^^The judgments of the Most High have over- 
taken the impious wretch. Vdiremy is dead. Killed 
in a duel. 

* The French ProTindal; that is, the head of the Jesuits in fhmce. 
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" O Lord ! how terrible in thy judgments ! At 
last thou hast struck down this colossal iniquity; 
this leviathan of sin ; this incarnate devil ! 

" Our holy Society is rid of its most indefatigable 
enemy. We shall no longer walk in fear and trem- 
bling: for where did we not meet this ubiquitous 
fiend ? When did he not alight like the blighting 
locust on our fairest pastures ? 

" And now he is gone to punishment. Benedica- 
m us Domino! Yes; God be praised! he is gone 
to punishment. Eternity will not be long enough 
to expiate his worse than diabolical atrocities. Periit 
memoria cum sonitu. He hath been snatched away 
by Satan, even as a fly by the spider. Thus perish 
all the enemies of our holy Society ! 

" For the last few days, we had lost all trace of 
the youth. That his ruin was thoroughly effected 
by the fiend above named, is but too certain. Still, 
let us hope — and we do hope — that his very profli- 
gacy, as in so many instances, will be the means of 
penetrating his young heart, not yet hardened in 
evil. 

« He has left Paris. 

"Father Laplace travels in his company, as an 
Austrian colonel. He could not be confided to a 
better guide and guardian 

" The Lord be blessed ! All things prosper here 
with us ; and now that the great enemy hath been 
cut down — the Lord be blessed ! — we shall prosper 
more. 

"We have gained another friend at court, M. 
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de '• ; and we have good hope that one of our 

holy Society will be appointed tutor to his son and heir. 

" We owe infinite obligations to Madame , 

by whose pious endeavours the Lord has extended 
his vineyard. 

" We are eager to hear glad tidings of our dear 
English province; and in that hope, accept the 
assurance of our perfect esteem and brotherly love, 
whilst I remain, very rev. Father, 

" Your humble brother in the Lord, 

"Etiennb Maugras." 

The General of the Jesuits to the English 

Provincial. 

*^ To OUR DEAR son IN THE LoRD, 

" We have received from the hands of our dear 
son, Father Lavel* your welcome despatches. 

" We approve all that you have done. We shall 
forward the holy work to the best of our power. 

" The family named in your letter is here. 

" And Father Fraser is their chaplain. 

" We shall eflTect the desirable introduction. 

" Accept the assurance of our perfect esteem and 

paternal love. 

" Retz Von Rbtz, P. G.' 
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Leonard Devigne to P. Devigne, Esq. 

" My dear Father, Lyons. 

^^From your last kind letter, I concluded that 
your mind has been harassed by some unplea- 

* Otherwiae, Mr. Bainbridge. 
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sant matter. May I hope that it has ceased to 
molest you ? 

" In obedience to your urgent wish, I have left 
Paris ; and am now, as you perceive, hurrying to 
Borne. 

" I continue to enjoy my travels ; and feel happy 
in thinking that you will be glad to find that my 
health, and strength, and spirits, have all been bene* 
fited by the change. 

" Your apprehensions respecting Count Emile de 
Valremy must have been suggested by some enemy 
of that gentleman. 

" Poor fellow ! he is dead. He fell in an unfor- 
tunate duel. My heart has bled, and bleeds over 
his fate. I shall regret it lor ever; and for a 
fliousand reasons. To me he was a devoted friend ; 
and notwithstanding the misrepresentations made to 
you by a gentleman of your acquaintance, I think 
that had you known him, you would have considered 
him a good sort of a fellow. To be sure, he was a 
man of the world : but I know that you were always 
disposed to take men as they ore, never insisting on 
their being as they ought ix> be. I remember when 
you spoke very forcibly on the subject, and how 
Mr. Bainbridge partly agreed with you, quoting the 
words, " simulacra virtiitisy" as the ne plus uUra of 

merit in men, generally speaking 

" I hope you do not think the worse of me for 
having been enabled to enter society under the 
auspices of a man of unbounded genius, perfect 
manners, and high honour. He was universally 



CONCERN FOR AN " UNFORTTJNATB FRIEND." 217 

esteemed, except bj the Jesmts^ whom he hsd ample 
reason to detest; for they blighted his happiness 
for life. 

'* I cannot imagine who can possibly be the '* gen- 
tleman," your authority for the dark insinuaticms 
you make against the unfortunate count ; and I fedl 
resentment against the '' gentleman," whoeyer he 
may be ; for he has traduced an absent man, and 
insulted me through my friend. Can he be t 
'^Jesuit in disguise?" one of those whom my aunt 
was constantly dreading ? Excuse this remark, my 
dear father; but I have good reason to fed the 
greatest concern for my unfortunate friend. Count 
IBmile de Valremy. 

'' I hope you continue to enjoy good health ; and 
that you will soon regain your usual spirits; and 
that my dear aunt is well and happy. Tell her that I 
shall endearour in all things to steer the right course ; 
and hope that her anxious and most respected adyice 
will prove profitable, as it must do, in die end. 

"I am at a loss to guess your meaning in the 
' bliss ' you have in store for me. Whatever it is, 
I can assure you, my dear father, that it will only 
add to the many motives which will ever make me 
** Your most dutiful and affectionate son, 

^'LSONARD DaTIONB." 

Father Percival to the Provincial. 

^' Very Rsyerend Father, 

*' I hasten to inform you that the inscrutable de- 
signs of Providence seem to forward our purpose 



u 
it 



ii 
ii 



218 HOW VIRTUE DEPENDS ON 

more effectually than we ourselves, its humble, un- 
wprthy instruments. 

Mr. Devigne has had an attack of palsy. 

The attack is not very severe : but the sudden 
visitation has brought about that happy state of 
mind when the stony heart is softened, and may be 
moistened by the grace of heaven. 

" I visited him this morning. He was very glad 
to see me. I consoled him, endeavouring to give a 
right direction to his depression of spirits at the 
thought of his dreadful malady. 
" He fears death. 

He spoke, with dread, of dying. 

I seized the opportunity to speak with unction 
of the pious death of his child. I dwelt upon all 
the circumstances, and brought home every leading 
point suggestive of the promise he made to his dying 
child. I suffered him to lead the topics, and expa- 
tiated on all with hearty solicitude for the great 
accomplishment. 

^' He told me, with tears in his eyes, that he felt 
all the better for my visit, and requested me to see 
him as often as possible. 

'^ The only fear is, that his sister, Mrs. M., may 
hasten her return to Bingwood Hall, in consequence 
of her brother's illness. This would be, in the 
present state of matters, very unfortunate. Is there 
no means of detaining her in Scotland ? But a few 
days may decide on the necessity. When we are 
sure of him, we shall have no fear of her. He will 
take his stand as usual, and set her at defiance. 
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She will rage, as Father Lovel used to hear her, 
against us : but her brother will not endure it ; they 
will part company, if we do not find some means of 
gaining Aer, too, and so comprise the whole family 
in the net of salvation. Even should they part 
enemies, much as we shall regret it, such things 
must be; did not Christ come to throw a sword 
among m^n? 

" My opinion is, that Mr. Devigne will recover ; 
but we must hasten the accomplishment, lest return- 
ing health should re-establish his former perversity; 
He appears to be a very sensual man. 

" The woman still loves him intensely ; but 

struggles, seemmgly, to overcome the feeling ; and is 
very assiduous in prayer^ and all pious duties. We 
cannot be too thankful for the providential ordina- 
tion that she was a Catholic. Thus, his crime in 
first leading her astray will ultimately lead both to 
salvation, and promote the cause of religion. So 
mysteriously is virtue dependent on vice, [and some- 
times vice on virtue. 

" I suppose you have been apprised of our enemy's 
destruction. We have thus nothing to fear in the 
case of Madame ; in which matter there was 

every chance of his terrible interference. 

" I received the intelligence from Mr. Devigne, 
quoting his son's letter. How providential ! One 
grand obstacle to our enterprise is now removed. 
The only chance of extricating the youth from that 
counter-influence, was his speedy departure for 
Rome; this I urged very forcibly on the father, 
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expatiating on the disreputable character of the 
libertine. Mr. Devigne told me to calm mjr fears, 
* for,' said he, * Valremy is no more — kill^ in a 
duel/ I turned the intelligence to good account, 
and brought it home to the patient, by forcibly 
dwelling on the awful judgments of Heayen on im- 
penitence. My exhortation had a deep effect; 
he trembled all over. I expect good results firom 
that heiyfear in wldeh Ihft hhn. 

^ His controversial reading, under my directimi, 
seems to have almost dedded his mind ; but 't is his 
sensuality that presents the main obstacle. Disease 
commonly changes the heart in that respect; we 
may hope for the result; if not, we must try ufAer 
means ; for his conversion is of paramount import- 
ance in the main enterprise. Should he onee de- 
clare himself a Catholic, all will be well ; for I shall 
suggest the publication of his ' Seasons for beoom* 
ing a Catholic ;' and tiiat being done, the man, such 
as I know him to be, will be ashamed to fall off, 
though he may continue his evil practices. The 
former is necessary for our enterprise, the latter only 
a eaniinffent misforhme. 

** So far, all is well, I trust ; and I remain, veary 
Beverend Father, 

Your very obedient, 

Very humble servant^ 

Thomas Pbbcival." 

P.S. — ^We shall have it all our own way in this 
part of the country. The neighbouring ^ clergyman' 
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is a * breeder of race-horses.* ' He called yesterday/ 
said Mr. Devigne to me, ' but he only inqaired how 
I was ; he left his cardJ See how these shepherds 
care for their flocks ! See how these physicians of 
the soul visit their sick ! 
" I need not add to this." 
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CHAPTER 11. 



THE SICK-ROOM. 



Mr. Deyigne has passed a wretched night. 

It is now morning. The day is gloomy, cold, and 
wet. The rain dashes against the panes of the 
windows fitfally, ever and anon startling the sick 
man by its sudden pattering. He is restless. 

There has been a tempest — another is gathering. 
Soon the lightning flashes ; the thunder shakes the 
firmament. 

The agitation of the sick man increases. The 
wildness of his glance shows that inward terrors are 
more dreadful than the strife of the elements. 
Trembling with bodily fear — a prey to ghostly 
horrors, he turns from side to side, and cannot 
escape ; he starts suddenly, sits for a moment, then 
falls on his pillow, gasping, exhausted. 

He is alone. 

How is it that his whole life is now mapped, 
pictured before the eyes of his conscience — that 
conscience of late so weak, and now so strong — 
strong as death battling for the mastery. 

He is alone. 
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How is it that his memory with inconceivable 
velocity, darts from the present to his earliest child- 
hood, gathering the spoils of conscience, and dashes 
them as they were, as they are^ before its shuddering 
eyes, saying, "Behold thy deeds!" 

He is alone. 

And now the angel of Death — hideous Death, 
beckons him away, and points to an imaged cata- 
ract beneath his feet — a cataract, whose breadth 
without end is smooth as molten glass, slippery, 
rounded ; tumbling down, down, down, with the 
roar of many waters. 

He is alone. 

And beyond that brink. 

Oh ! who will come to console him — to be with 
him in his fearful trouble ? 

Friends of his youth, — companions of his man- 
hood, — ye who shared his pleasure, — will ye not 
come and make him strong to meet his enemy ? 

His worthy sister. 

Why is she not beside him to whisper faith, to 
inspire hope, to defend him from despair and the 
terrors of unbelief? 

He is alone. 

Ko ; his " friend and comforter,'' Father Pefcival, 
is come. 

To the bed-side he walked, pressed the sick man's 
hand so gently; wiped the big drops of reeking 
sweat from his forehead, and in accents of sweetest 
compassion, whispered, — 

" My dear fiiend ; you are worse, I fear." 
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Mr. Devigne pressed his hand. 

'^ Why did you not send for me ? I would hare 
sat beside you all the night. I am grieved to see 
you worse." 

'* Oh ! you are too kind ; too kind. I deserve no 
pity. My punishment is less than my crimes. For 
wte there is no hope, no pity !" 

'* ' If thy «ns be as red as scarlet, I will make 
them whiter than snow;' and * there is more joy in 
heaven over one sinner that repenteth, than over 
ninety-nine jnst men.' Who can despair, my dear 
fiiend, when such are the words of life ? 

'^You have sinned; we have all sinned; but we 
have a Redeemer — a merciful High Priest; a Saviour 
to compassionate our infirmities; and where sin 
hath abounded, there will grace more abound, if we 
smcerely repent. 

''Oh! bless Grod for that banning of grace 
which has awakened your conscience to consider the 
errors of the past. Yes ; bless God for that grace 
which, if not rejected, will be to you the harbinger 
of still greater favours fix>m Heaven. 

*' Be not terrified, my firiend, at your condition — 
or rather, be terrified; but let your terror be the 
fear of the Lord. Repentance be the effect, and 
peace will follow. 

''Tliink not that you alone have felt these awful 
viBhings of an awakened consdenoe on the bed of 
mckness. Oh ! it has been my blessed lot to witnesa 
many, yes, very many, who after a life of reckless 
guilt, have been converted to the &i£k — the wounds 
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of conscience were healed — reconciliation was made 
perfect ; and, by that peculiar grace of the sacra- 
ments, some hare been even blessed with healthy 
yes, with a bodily cure, as well as spiritual regenera- 
tion, though they were despaired of by the phy- 
sician." 

Father Perciral paused ; the sick man exclaimed, 
" Oh ! speak on, dear sir ; your words, your voice 
of sympathy, your earnest truthfulness^ all console 
me. 

''An humble instrument I am in the hands of 
God ; believe that it is He in his mercy who con- 
soles you, pitying your infirmities ; eager, like the 
earthly father, to receive his prodigal son. Yes, 
your garment is ready, the feast is prepared. God 
invites you. God calls you. God entreats you. 
Will you not enter into his mansion — the one pre- 
pared for you from the beginning? Speak, my 
friend. Answer your good God. Are you wil- 
ling?" 

" Oh ! yes, yes. I am willing. I am ready — 
now, now. I am convinced. Rid me of my 
guilt ; you have the power. Now I believe all ! I 
see it clearly, now. I am ready to cleanse my con- 
Science — receive my confession — rid me of my 
guilt" 

The sick man wept ; the Jesuit knelt, and prayed 
aloud : — 

« Oh God, Father Almighty ! blessed be Thy holy 
name for ever. Oh ! accept in Thy long suffering 

Q 
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mercy, the repentance of our brother. Pour down 
upon him Thy sanctifying grace, and perfect the 
holy work Thou hast begun. Thou hast heard 
the prayers of his sainted child^ whom Thou didst 
take to Thyself, as a hostage for his living father : 
— and now, from that temporal affliction, O merci- 
fbl Lord ! Thou hast brought forth comfort, joy, 
and an earnest of eternal exultation." 

The thanksgiving ended: the Jesuit rose and 
blessed the convert. He signed his forehead with 
the sign of the cross, muttering the sacred words, 
'' Thy faith hath made thee whole." 

It is impossible to describe the effect of that 
taueJu The poor man turned to the Jesuit with 
an expression of utter submission, eager, confiding, 
entire hopefulness. He grasped his hand — ^kissed 
it as that of a superior, exclaiming, — 

«I am ready-let me confess my gmlty life- 
and make my peace with offended Heaven." 

''Were it not better to defer that solemn act 
till yon are better prepared, my dear friend ?" 

^ Oh ! I am prepared. I now remember all that 
I have done. Have mercy on me. Take away 
my burthen. Oh ! for the love of that God whose 
words you declare so well — for His sake, if not for 
mine, let me note confess, and be comforted." 

The auspicious moment was eagerly embraced. 

Mr. Devigne made a '' general confession," or a 
confession of the sins of his whole life. 

All the transgressions of his life — the most secret 
sins of the man in his youth, in his manhood, and 
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his decline — sins of thought, as well as sins of deed 
—guilty desires — the most concealed vices. 

He had to declare the number of times per day, 
per week, per month, he had committed such and 
such a sin : whether in the presence of witnesses 
or not; what scandal followed ; all aggravatiug cir- 
cumstances — all, all, positively all, the dark things of 
conscience were wrenched from the deluded man 
by the helping questions of the skilful casuist, whose 
searching solicitude was bent on *^ showing the 
devfl." 

Father Percival gave the penitent absolution. 
This was, perhaps, an irregularity, — that rite being 
usually deferred, unless danger of death be immi* 
nent : but, doubtless, in the present case, the *' per- 
fect contrition" evident in his penitent authorized 
the indulgence. Besides, did not the poor man 
yearn to be free from guilt, and to feel safe? And 
was it not expedient to cry " Peace ! peace !*' 

Tbejinale was most edifying. 

"And now, dear brother; let us compute the 
mighty grace that has been vouchsafed you. 

"You might have been cut down in the midst 
of your sins : God has given you the grace of re- 
pentance. 

"You might have died impenitent to fall into 
hell : God has spared you to rise to heaven.^ 

"Born and bred in error, you have been en- 
lightened. The light of faith has ^suddenly beamed 
upon you, as upon the persecutor who was destined 

Q 2 
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to become a vessel of election — the apostle of the 
Lord. 

" How merciful in His ways with man is our 
God ! He has given you a mind that saw proof: 
yes, you were convinced: but His grace was with- 
held till now — and oh, how abundantly poured 
forth ! how gratefully received ! 

"Yes, brother; you are faithful to the grace. 
And may the same be increased ten-fold ; yea, an 
hundred-fold for ever. And may the merits of your 
future good works, adorn the church which has re- 
ceived you into her bosom to become one of her 
greatest adornments. 

" Your past life was evil unto evil : your future 
will be good unto good. 

"Your example will preach the faith; will in- 
struct others unto righteousness ; and it is written, 
'those who do thus shall shine like stars for all 
eternity/ 
• " Go and sin no more." 
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CHAPTER III. 



CORRESPONDENCE. 



Father Perciyal to the Provincial. 

Very Rey. Father, 

The work is done. Mr. iDeYigne is a conYert. 

I found biia in the terrors of unbelief, and left 
him at peace with God, and reconciled to the On^ 
True Church. 

His happy dispositions were promoted ; and the 
grace from on high descending at the happy mO'* 
ment, he yearned to relicYC his conscience of its 
heaYy load. I heard his confession, and absolved 
him, deeming it expedient to do so, as the penitent's 
mind was so perfectly contrite, and eager to be re* 
conciled with God. 

He confessed with the greatest humility and can* 
dour. 

The results of this signal couYersion will be pro- 
digious. Benedicamus Domino. From the character 
of the man, 't is possible that he may waver when 
his health is restored; and he is already much 
better ; but, with proper tenderness and indulgence 
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on our part, the difficulties of his new position will 
be mitigated. 

Possessing, as I now do, his unbounded confidence, 
it will be my endeayour to ensure what we have 
gained. 

With the woman — I have some trouble. She 
has become sad and gloomy : says very little : the 
dumb devil has possessed her. But my efibrts are 
incessant. I hope still that she will make no ob- 
stacle to the holy work. I have devised a plan 
which will doubtless be of some efiect. It is this, — 
I will persuade Mr. Devigne to write her a letter, 
bitterly lamenting the disgraceful connection, and 
advUing her to give herself to religion as the best 
atonement for her past transgressions. In his pre- 
sent state of mind, the thing will be easy ; for the 
sting of the flesh is blunted by bodily weakness. 

Even should she refuse to follow the advice, — ex- 
asperated, doubtless, — still one point will be gained, 
the prevenjUon of the marriage — ^a most important 
point decidedly. This consideration even throws 
into shade the danger that might result from 
the anger of this exasperated woman: but even 
should she disclose^ it will be easy to convict her of 
falsehood. 

Of course the sister* s indignation will be great: 
but her wild denunciations will only serve to irri- 
tate her brother into resistance. He will give' her 
arguments which she cannot rebut; for he has a 
ready wit, and is vain of showing his logical powers. 

The result will be a separaOm, as I 
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before. The sister will go back to Her relatives in 
Scotland, and Ringwood Hall will remain the centre 
whence the diverging rays of Catholicity shall en- 
lighten this benighted country. Need I expatiate 
on the results to follow in due time ? 

With earnest hopes that the work abroad is pro- 
gressing, and that all will prosper as we trust most 
confidently, I remain, 

Your very humble and obedient, 

Thomas Percital. 



II. 
Pather Phaser to the English Provincial. 

(Important^ 

Very Rev. Pather, Rome. 

I AM directed by our Holy Father General to 
inform you of the progress of the matter in hand, 
as follows : — 

The youth has been here a fortnight, having 
been introduced to \he family. 

The scheme works well. 

He is a constant visitor. 

I have had several conversations with him, without, 
of course, touching on any topic which might seem 
to have reference to the topic ; though it may well 
be doubted whether any topic can possibly be irre- 
levant to our object, if sMlfully handled. It is an 
impression that must be made ; a charm to be 
woven ; a fascination to be effected. Will not any 
topic, answer the purpose ? 
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Has the youth not escpressed his delight ? Does 
be not court the society of the humble instrument 
who strives to influence his mind unto good? 

I feel an indescribable interest in the youth; 
and when in his company, I frequently detect and 
suppress in my heart those lower human feelings 
towards him which must be uprooted, in order to 
do our duty in the right spirit, and in accordance 
with the grace which has inspired its accom- 
plishment 

My struggle to overcome these human feelings 
has been great ; but the grace of religion enables us, 
at letigth, cheerfully to perform all its require- 
ments. I have endeavoured to sanctify these natural 
sympathies ; and whilst unholy nature prompts me 
to love the man, the perfection of our holy state 
urges me to cherish his soul. I have gained the 
victory over myself: I have *' chosen the better 
part/' 

He is worthy of our earnest attention. How 
quick in apprehension — ^fluent in speech — graceful 
in manners — ^and captivating in person ! 

Thus endowed, he must prove of great service 
in the cause of the Lord. 

Whispers are abroad respecting his profligacy; 
but I am of opinion that nothing of moment has 
occurred here. He was introduced to the Brentons 
as soon as possible. Father Laplace (the colonel 
who travelled with him) brought him to us the very 
next day after his arrival. 

Libertinism cannot have made deep inroads in 
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his heart; though there is a self-possession in the 
youth which can be the result of large experience 
only; — ^that experience which gives the wisdom of 
years to the mind of youth. He is developed: his 
character is decided. 

That Miss Brenton is impressed by him,] is 
quite apparent ; though I beliere she does not sus- 
pect my suspicion — my certainty. 

This girl will be of vast service to our project. 

Her personal attractions are great; but her 
mental qualities are greater. Still she has strong 
passions, but she unites to them considerable tact 
and discretion ; and similar tact and discretion will 
be necessary to direct her in spinning the web, lest 
she devour the prey. 

. I have observed in the girl that singular power 
of strong minds — ^that power which enables us to 
seem what we are not, and not to seem what we are, 
when high motives prompt the necessity; in fact, 
the power which effects by mind what Jacob's 
mother effected by her goat skin and mess of pottage. 
She 's a skilful dissembler : her dissimulation shall be 
sanctified by a pious purpose. 

She has been brilliantly educated ; her sunbeam 
flashes of wit astonbh and delight. 

Of course she has vanity: — what woman has not? 
She is vain of her charms and qualifications. I have 
taken advantage of this, turning it into a laudable 
channel; using it, in fact, as the Hebrews appro- 
priated the silver and gold of the Egyptians. I 
hinted to her the prospect of a conversion: she 
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understood the hint, as was evident firom the flashing 
eye. She has been looking oyer the ^* Disaunon 
Amicaley' that gentlest of polemics, by way of prepa* 
ration for the combat. 

There can be little doubt that the scheme will 
succeed; the youth was struck with her at the 
first interview; and the web is more and more 
entangled at each successive visit. 

The main difficulty will be the management of 
the ffirly when she has effected our purpose. Sed 
dabit Dominus I the Lord will open us a path through 
the Red Sea of worldly love into the Canaan of love 
divine, — ^though we may have to battle brforehand 
with the sensual daughter of Midian. 

Prospectively to the contemplated result, I may state 
that Mr. Brenton, her father, is a weak-minded man, 
entirely at the disposal of his wife ; whilst his wifi^ 
a " clever" woman, is directed entirely by jti^ in all 
things. She is (how often have I observed the fact !) 
jealous of her daughter. The cause of this anomaly 
is her prodigious vanity — ^hunger for admiration. 
Vanity is a selfish feeling ; hence she would eclipse 
even her own daughter if she could. But she is 
directed by me, and we shall manage the young lady 
by the passionsof the mother, should she profanely pre- 
fer her selfish love — herself— to the cause of religion, 
and religious perfection in her lover, — ^which last is 
the end to which we consecrate her charms. Did 
not Jephtha sacrifice his daughter in obedience to his 
vow? 
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I am happy to inform you that Father Lovel * 
has been rewarded for his great services in this 
important enterprise. He has been sent on the 
foreign missions^ to supply the place of the martyred 
Verbiest, lately devoured by the cannibals. Thus did 
a pious want coincide with the dictates of prudence^ 
as soon as Father LovePs former connection w:ith 
the infamous Valremy was made known by you to 
our Holy Father General. It seems, however, that 
the necessity of his absence was only the hint from 
Heaven, as it were, that called Father Lovel to the 
field of merit; since the necessity ceased almost as 
8o6n as he departed. I allude to the death of the 
clever fiend, Valremy, which you have heard. A 
fit retribution for the mortal devil. 

I conclude with assuring you of my unbounded 
esteem and afibction, remembering you in my con-; 
stant prayers, very Bev. Father, and earnestly 
requesting the same from you, in behalf of. 

Your very humble and very obedient, 

D. Frassr. 

• Poop Mr. Bainhridge. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

LOVB AKD COKTROVBRST. 

Leonard Detignb is annonnced : he comes to pay 
his daily visit to Miss Brenton. 

He has hurried to the meeting : who does dot, 
when Loye, the great mesmerist, has imparted to ns 
another existence, a new self, new eyes, new ears, 
and an ardent will that seems to annihilate all space, 
all time, in the presence of the object beloyed ? So 
much is effected in the twinkling of an eye ; and yet 
makes an hour eternity in that absence whose mo* 
ments the sluggish heart chronicles with unavailing 
sighs. 

Day has dawned at last. At last the detestable 
clocks have told the hour. Why must they always 
wait till every wheel has turned the very exact 
number of times ? Cannot they feel^ iron-hearted 
as they are, how much transcendent bliss is promised 
to that hour which they will not strike ? 

It Tuis struck, at last. 

The ardent lover is admitted into the presence of 
the beautiful Helen Brenton. 

She sat on an ottoman. 
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Whoever has contemplated — for that's the only- 
word to suit the thing — whoever has contemplated 
a beautiful woman reclining on an ottoman^ must 
admit that there was something in it — a something 
which no one can describe, even if it he felt by cdl 
*♦ the hapless sons of clay/' 

Helen was a brunette. Her hair, brilliant raven, 
fell in natural curls, tickling her neck and the sur- 
rounding undulations, as if to remind the fair owner 
of one charm, at least. Her eyes were light, but 
of no decided colour ; for they varied with the light 
they reflected, and the feelings they expressed, 
through their long and regular lashes. Her head 
was well proportioned ; but if intellect beamed from 
her brow, there was that in the form of the nose, 
mouth, and chin, which suggested a combination 
most dangerous to woman. 

Her dress, what was it? It is forgotten. Her 
taste was so exquisite, that you felt its effect, and the 
cause was unheeded ; or 'at least you could not 
ascribe it to muslin, silk, or satin. Whoever remem- 
bers a woman's dress was either disgusted by it, or 
saw little else to admire ; so important is that cha« 
racteristic of woman. 

** So you have been presented to his Holiness," 
observed Miss Brenton smilingly, after the first 
salutations. 

** Yes ; and have been delighted with the recep- 
tion. He quite charmed me with his mild and afia- 
ble manners. I was sorry that I could not reply to 
his questions myself; for I could have wished to 
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enjoy a few minutes more of his pleasant conversa- 
tion. Mr. Fraser was interpreter. His Holiness 
spoke of England and Englishmen in the kindest 
spirit ; and expressed the great pleasure he felt in 
receiving their visits. " The difference of religion,'* 
he said, '^produced in him only affectionate solicitude, 
not repulsive displeasure." And then he added, 
' Frederick the Second of Prussia, finding himself 
dangerously ill in a Catholic country, was asked 
how, in the event of his death, he chose to be buried? 
" Dig a grave," said the philosophical monarch, 
** some few feet lower than the spot where the 
Catholics are interred." * * For my part,' said his 
Holiness, * I shall exult to meet those after death, 
whom I cannot meet during life.' I was much 
pleased with him ; he is so liberal-minded." 

" Well, and you kissed his hand,f did you not?" 
*^ Oh, of course; and I bring the impress of sanc- 
tity on my lips, to print it on your hand, if you do 
not reject the proffered grace." 

Leonard suited the action to the word. Then the 
smile passed from his countenance: he was about to 
talk of his love — ^to urge that consent which, oft de- 
manded, had been deferred, indefinitely deferred ; 
for the lady was undecided : how could she be other- 
wise ? The difference of religion was a paramount 
obstacle. True, her lover was a most patient hearer ; 

* Lemaistre. 

t A celebrated opera-danoer has lately enjoyed that bliss. His 
present Holiness is determined to storm the world with his extra- 
Catholic llberaBsm. 



SUDDEN FEVER AND COOL FRESH AIR. 239 

argued but little, unless to provoke her enchanting 
fervour of expression, to behold her in all her charms 
of mind and person animated by discussion. All 
this is true ; but " delay" was the watch-word of the 
genius presiding over Leonard's destiny. Miss Bren- 
ton " submitted,** without daring outwardly to ask 
Cui bono 9 What's the good of it ? 

" Thanks for the relic. I '11 transfer it to my 
lips ;'' and she kissed the spot which the kiss of her 
lover had crimsoned. 

" Oh, when will you — ^when will you bless my 
heart with that Yes which will add tenfold intensity 
to my love ? Why not now ? Speak the word — ^in 
pity, speak it." 

Helen disengaged her hand, and rushed to the 
window, which she threw open : the cool fresh air 
relieved her sudden fever : the beating of her heart 
was lessened. Leonard gazed on ^e answerless 
maiden. 

She turned, completely self-possessed ; and, with 
her usual animation, she exclaimed : — 

" Well, Mr. Devigne, have you read what I 
appointed ? Ijet me see, we were on * Indulgences,' 
was it not?" 

<< Oh, yes, Miss Brenton, I have read it all up ; 
quite satisfactory. I admit it ; it's all perfectly cor- 
rect, no doubt," answered Leonard, smiling in his 
disappointment. 

Miss Brenton resumed her seat. 

" Now, let me see if you are convinced, Mr. De- 
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Tigne. I '11 be Protestant, you Catholic ; in other 
words, I '11 be you^ and yon mer 

" Bravo!" exclaimed Leonard, ^* I consent, with 
all my heart. Let me begin ; mind yon are Leonard 
DevigjUj and yon must answer exactly as Leonard 
Deyigne wonld answer. Well, Mr. Decigne^ will 
yon consent to be mine ?" 

*' Oh, you are wandering from the subject in 
discussion. Yon must keep to the point, of course. 
Let me begin. What scripture proofs have you for 
the doctrine of Indulgences?" 

" Oh, let me see. St. Paul's forgiveness of the— 
the Corinthian.*' 

" Very good ; any other ? " 

** Yes ; it's implied in the pardon to Adam, 
which was accompanied by temporal pains." 

" Very good ; what else ?*' . 

^' David, after his very mean transgression." 

" Very mean ? Mr. Devigne, you didn't find 
those words in the book, did you ? " 

'^ Oh, no ; beg pardon ; David was punished by 
the loss of his — his — *^ 

*^ Child ; very good. But how do yon deduce the 
doctrine of Indulgences from these texts ?" 

^* How ? I ! Oh, let me see. Ah, yes, that's 
it; why, something remains after the sin is forgiven ; 
and that is what is remitted by an * Indulgence.' " 

" Very, very good indeed. How diligent you have 
been. We shall soon be done ; and then " 

*' Oh, ihen^ adored of my heart ! will it be then^ 
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say you ? Why not now ? I '11 subscribe to any- 
thing for you — anything to be with you, my all on 
earth 1" 

" Nay, Mr. Devigne," exclaimed Helen, with an 
inner struggle; "your conversion must be from 
conviction, not from passion** Yon must chastise 
those ardours. Think of the sacredness of the 
human heart ; which, after all, is due to God only. 
Its raptures should rise to heaven. Earth has no» 
thing worthy of them. In its Creator alone should 
the heart find its centre. The love of cherubim 
and seraphim is to be its model. Its energies are 
spiritual; its fires immortal; and in the Eternal 
Spirit alone should it seek its bliss, its infinite con- 
solations/' 

" Then transform me into yourself. Let my 
soul mingle with yours. Let me become part of 
that ineffable purity which you are ; angel be you, 
and I but a feather in your wing; then fly with 
me to that heaven where I may love you as you 
wish, as you desire, as you describe." 

« Oh ! "" 

The exclamation of her struggling heart was 
arrested by the sudden intrusion of Father Fraser. 

" Ah, Mr. Devigne, may I congratulate you on 
your late presentation ?" 

" Decidedly. I was much gratified ; thanks to 
your kindness." 

" His Holiness pleased you ? " 

" Excessively." 

B 
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" You are not, then, disappointed by your expe- 
rience of Catholicity ?" 

" Oh no ; the more I see of it, the more I like 
it ; my heart is open to conviction." 

" You mean your ' mindy Mr. Devigne." 

" Oh, both ; I like your — your^— your everything. 
It's so warm and cheering ; so full of — of — I know 
not how to qualify it — I am delighted, ravished ; 
but, excuse me, my dear sir, I have an appoint- 
ment. Good-mornings sir. Miss Brenton, good- 
morning." 

The lady went to her room— to weep. 
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CHAPTER V. 

TBE HEART. 

Helen Brenton retired to her room, and wept. 

She loves. 

She loves intensely ; but is withheld from the con- 
fession which would gladden her heart, in gladdening 
that of her lover. 

She may not tell : she must submit. 

Father Fraser has enjoined her silence in that 
matter^ till he thinks it expedient to give his con« 
sent. 

And why must she submit? She knows not why. 

Sometimes she resolves to break the command : 
but then, perhaps, her lover will not be "con- 
verted." 

But is she so devoted a Catholic as to make that 
a necessary condition? Perhaps not, if she loves 
intensely ; and yet, perhaps, she mil insist on that 
condition. Who can predict the feelings of woman ? 
Who can do more than weigh them at each succes- 
sive moment, asking the while. What next ? What 

next? 

B 2 
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Helen hopes to be blessed with the hand of her 
lover, if he be converted ; but he is so ready to 
admit all she urges, that Father Fraser " suspects 
him," and says, " Delay will prove the mind's 
conviction/' 

And she must "submit" to the will of Heaven; 
for is not Father Fraser its instrument ? . • . 

Thus she reasoned with herself, weeping alone. 
The heavy day has crept away : evening is come : 
't is night. 

Helen has prayed. 

She prepares for rest : but there she stands, doubt- 
ful whether she will not sit a little longer, and think 
of him. 

She has decided : she will sit up. 

Her cheek resting on her hand ; her hair let loose 
and streaming on her neck, the maiden recalls a 
pleasant evening-walk amid the ruins, in company 
with her lover. He had commemorated that even- 
ing. They had parted in sadness — both seemed to 
have thoughts which they would eagerly express — 
but how ? 

On the day after that evening, Helen received 
from her lover some verses expressive of his feeUngs 
on that occasion. On these verses her eyes are now 
bending : they feed her heart 

" I saw thee, and my eyelids fell — a doad 

Belike, that TeiPd their fature san i 
And could I then have thought aloud, 

Thou wouldst have known my doom began. 
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** We parted : 'twas a cold, a bleak &rewell ; 

We met once moie^ and oh, how sweet ! 
For absence will enforce the mutual spell. 

Till kindred hearts togethte meet. 

'* Since then, an age is numbered io my soul ; 

An age of thought and bitter pain : 
Thoughts that my will can ne'er control ; — 

I hope^ despair, then hope again. 

" For I would c2ie— and then the thought of tJiee 
Makes me love life, and shrink from death : 

And I would live — but what id life to me, 
If thou 'rt not mine ? my only life ! 

** Visions of bliss anon beguile : meseems 

Thou, my Undine, art sent to bless, 
To cheer me in my night of toil with gleams 

Of light, thy Toice, and sweet caress. 

** Swooning as often thus entranced in bliss, 

I lire, not I, but thou in me ; 
And I would die by that unearthly kiss^ 

For eyer thus to be with thee. 

''Oh, bliss 1 to find, eadi hour, my love expand — 

Finding its heaven, yet craving more. 
Oh, pang ! to know the love thy charms demand. 

Must ever prove me debtor poor. 

" Tes, t is in loving thee that I can feel 

How angels love their God above ; 
Where, blest and blessing, words can not reveal 

The boundless gratitude of love ! 

*' For what am 7 f . . . . Nay, rather let my Heart 

Reflect thee, love ! so sweet, so kind I 
Importraitnre by LfDve's own gentle art, 

There, b} its life-nerve intertwined. 
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THE PORTRAIT. 

<< I stood beside her : t was a star-lit eve,— 

When, longing for the rising moon. 
She sat and watchM, and oft her breast would heave 

Some thought, by sighing checked too soon. 

'' Reclining on the hand that Uss'd her cheeky 
Her sweet bright eyes the heavens read i 

Seeming some mystic solace there to seek, 
For grief, wherein her heart was dead. 

** Thus heavenward arose her ardent eyes, 

Fringed by their lashes into shade : 
Still bright with light their own, amid their skies 

Her oval brows in thought array'd, 

** Her ample tresses negligently fell, 

Seemingly scatter'd down her face : 
T was only art concealed by art, so well 

That negligence was perfect grace* 

'* And I beheld her features change the while. 

Like wavelets of the restless sea : 
Now dark, then sad, and then the seeming smile 

That mocks a hope in misery I 

<' Yes, in thy lineaments I see thee traced ; 

Thy flash of mind, thy flame of soul — 
Thy soul, a giant in the world's wild waste, 

That nought but love shall e'er control, 

''And I have loved thee; and have felt my soul 

Ennobled by my love, — my mind 
Illumed : I pact to reach high honour's goal 

For thee, my mind and heart combined. 
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" Oh ! dwell within my soul a mirrored frame. 

Wherein I 'U gaie to read my praise. 
What time I shall achieve an honoured name. 

And see thee bless'd with happy days. 

''And thou wilt smile on me, and none may blame 

The transports of thy gen'rous breast ; 
And thou wilt proudly bear and bless my name, 

And on my grateful bosom rtot. 

** Sweet hope ! though twinkling through the haze of years, 

Beyond a sea without a shore, 
Still thou art there^ sweet hope, to dry my tears, 

And point to coming bliss in store. 

*' My friend ! my sister t angel ! Paraclete — 

My aU / for thou bast JUVd my heart, 
Ne'er fill'd before, with gushing joy, as sweet 

As heaven only can imjiart." 

Again and again Helen read the yerses, more and 
more affected at each perasal, her tears flowing as 
from a fountain that would flow on for ever. Why 
did she weep ? Is she not beloved ? Ardently be- 
loved ? But listen : — 

« Oh, yes! 
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'" the seeming smile 



That mocks a hope in misery \ ** 

*' Yes, yes ; I remember those feelings that racked 
my heart on that evening, and yet made me feel so 
happy. Happy and wretched every moment. Oh, 
how near was I then the fatal confession ! How 
weak at that moment ! Yet, he knew it not. And 
yet, has he not described almost all that I felt? 
Had he then pressed the question — Oh, could I 
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have resisted? What could I have refused at that 
moment? How my soul bums even now at the 
remembrance of that gushing emotion, so painful 
and yet so sweet, of love's unspeakable madness ! 
Oh, why did he not seize the auspicious moment? 
My dissimulation, my vile hypocrisy, would have 
been at an end. What silenced him then f Did an 
atfgel protect my weakness ? . . . • 

" Oh ! to love him as I love, and thus he forced to 
seem indifferent. His love has made a torrent of 
my soul, and I must seem a stagnant pool. His 
love— the strong, serious thought of my soul, I must 
make my pastime; must meet his burning pro- 
testations of love with flat insipid controversy. 
What is his " belief** to me, if I believe that he 
loves me ? 

** Oh ! had that cruel man not entered so soon this 
morning, I would have confessed my love. Wretch 
that I was to let pass so many moments of bliss I 
Why should I obey this man? Why should he 
rule my heart? What evil can there be in pledging 
myself to my lover ? He must be converted first. 
Well ; he shall be converted — ^he 'U be converted to 
please me — I can promise that; but they will not 
take my word for it; he must be converted 
first. 

" Meanwhile, they will have me feign indiSierence ; 
conceal my ardent love ; play the hypocrite. Till 
I become a thing of deceit, contemptible to myself. 
• • • Well ; if it be right in one case, it must be so 
in another: my resolution is taken. 
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I'll confess my love to my lover; pledge my 
heart irrevocably ; but continue our controversy as 
if * delay* were necessary. We '11 understand each 
other; and shall have rest. My inner torments 
will cease — yes ; my heart must and shall be relieved 
of this harassing secret. And then what joy to 
meet. How sweet the interchange of love's sweet 
words! Oh I my heart will be satisfied at last; I 
have found him that my heart has craved: him 
that my mind must esteem and respect, my heart 
love and adore. How happy will my confession 
make him. Yes, it will call forth a burst of that 
enthusiasm which makes him diyine. Oh, happy, 
happy moment 1 Would it were now I " 

Helen's tears ceased flowing : she retired to rest ; 
and her calm, sweet slumbers seemed an earnest 
that the resolve she had taken would, in its execu* 
tion, give the desired peace to her mind, and joy to 

her heart. 

# * * * # # 

On the following day, Leonard came, as usual, 
for his controversial lesson. How is this? A 
change^ has taken place, seemingly. Whether the 
high-flown ideas of love divine which Miss Brenton 
had so ardently expressed at the last interview, had 
mitigated his ardour by the insurmountable diffi- 
culty of her model ; or that he had taken the re* 
solution suggested by necessity to let a woman have 
her own way till she tum^ like a gorged pike ; or 
whatever shall appear hereafter to be the cause, 
certain it is, that to the unspeakable disappoint- 
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inent of Helen, her lover seemed all for controversy 
that day I 

How annoying ! 

She had firmly resolved to make that interview 
compensate for all her past "coldness." Good, 
generous girl. And yet, the determined catechumen 
was unusually eager in proposing real or fictitious 
doubts — holding out for a while — to yield when 
some brilliant argument prompted that sweetest of 
flattery, a graceful concession of the point in debate. 

He had never fascinated Helen so much before : 
he pleased her that morning more than ever. 

What ! Has Jie resolved to win her hj flattery i 
by that species of flattery so pleasant to women of 
wit ? It may seem so : for so determined was he to 
keep to the subject in discussion, that a sigh or two 
escaped from Helen's lips, unheeded, though not 
unobserved. 

In vain did Helen seem absent at times; seem 
to forget what she had just said, or was about to 
say — look him in the face, and then instantly drop 
her eyes, as if abashed at her own feeling. 

She even seemed impatient, annoyed, restless fo^ 
a few seconds. 

All in vain. 

The cruel lover exulted in the change which he 
fancied his new system of attack had produced ; and 
hoping that a night's sensation of her wounds would 
make surrender certain, at his pleasure, he deter- 
mined to take leave for the day. 
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Helen s affliction must be imagined. But ob- 
serve, fair, gentle reader, she admits that she has 
dissimulated ; has lost many opportunities, or, as 
she calls them, " moments of bliss :" still, per^ 
haps, you will sympathize with her. 'T was indeed 
a sad disappointment, and destined— alas I for her 
— ^to be indefinitely prolonged. Bead the next 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

On his return to his apartments, Leonard found a 
letter from his father. On reading a certain passage 
of the letter, he exclaimed, '^ So my scheme is just 
begun in time I" 

Mr. Dbyigne to Leonard Detigne, Esq. 

Mt dear Son, 

Your several letters I have duly received. I 
confess that the spirit which pervades your late 
letters is much more consonant with my present 
feelings than that of the former : I allude particu- 
larly to the one in which you speak of Count Emile 
de Valremy. Far be it from me to speak evil of 
the dead or the living ; but I think that your escape 
from that individual was a providential dispensation. 
However, as it seems to be a sore subject with you, 
my dear son, let it pass. 

I am truly pleased with your late letters. Your 
description of your fellow-traveller, Colonel Amand, 
convinces me that he must be a man of merit ; — a 
union of wit and virtue, — ^things that don't generally 
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go together, or follow so close on eaeli other as 
their first letters do in the alphabet. I congratulate 
you on his disinterested friendship. I am obliged to 
him for the introduction, which seems to have been 
a source of gratification to yon. You speak highly 
of Mr. Fraser and the Brentons ; " but," say yon, 
" they are papists." It is at all times impolite to 
call names, my dear son : " Catholics " is as easily 
expressed or written, therefore avoid the nickname. 
This leads me at once to the main subject of my 
letter. Perhaps you will be surprised at what I 
am about to say: I hope it will hare a better 
efiect. 

It has pleased Almighty God to afflict me with a 
severe and sudden malady. In his great mercy He 
did more ; He opened the eyes of my conscience to 
all my many past errors, and blessed me with re- 
pentance. I have repented; and, having duly 
matured the subject, sifted it to the bottom (you 
know I never take things on trust), I am happy to 
tell you, my dear son, that I have embraced the one 
true faith, and am a Catholic. I have given to the 
world Fifbf Reasons for my change; and I trust 
that the pamphlet will be the means of opening the 
eyes of many. 

I have no intention whatever of interfering with 
your belief: my only hope and trust are, that all 
men may see the light held up to their eyes, and 
follow it unto eternal life. But how much more 
solicitous should I be in the case of my son I But, 
I repeat it, I have no intention of interfering in your 
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belief, thougli I shall be vastly surprised to find that 
such arguments as we can adduce have no effect 
on a son of Peter Devigne. Another subject 
demands a word. 

In your description of the family to which you 
have been introduced, you allude, in passing, to a 
Miss Brenton. Without, for one moment, supposing 
that there is any necessity for remark, on my part, 
I merely wish to explain the obscurity in my former 
letter to which you alluded. The fact is as follows : 
A very intimate friend of mine, of whom you have 
often heard me speak, Benbow of Calcutta, has 
written to me, proposing an alliance between you 
and his daughter, a very handsome and good young 
lady, by all accounts. 

She will be immensely rich. Money is an object 
in this world : nothing can be done without it, ex- 
cept starving ; and an Indian bride is a black swan 
that 's npt to be found in every pond. Of course 
this is but a proposal on both sides, subject to your 
tod the young lady's will and judgment; for neither 
Benbow nor myself can, for one moment, be sup« 
posed capable of using compulsion in the matter. 
Nor do I intend to bias your choice of a wife, — not 
the least in the world ; but I strongly submit this 
offer to your consideration, my dear son. Mr. 
Benbow is a very old friend of the family — your 
father's own bosom friend — and is enormously rich. 
These are very grave considerations, and I urge 
them upon your attention : but, at the same time, 
do not for one moment suppose that I am anxious 
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to coerce your judgment. Only, if you think I 
have any claims on your filial duty and affection, I 
beg and pray that you will not enter into any 
promise, bond, or understanding, before you come 
to ^England. / have set my heart on this marriage : 
it is the last desire of my heart: I wish it for very 
many reasons, too numerous to detail. But if, on 
seeing the lady, you object to her (which is im- 
possible), or she to you (equally inconceivable), then 
the matter is ended. 

This is fair, I think. I feel certain that you will 
comply with my request. 

Two or three months (for you '11 soon leave 
Rome) will decide the matter. Mr. Benbow and 
daughter will be here by the next arrival, I hope. 
I feel sure that you will like the young lady ; and 
you will bless your father should you marry Miss 
Benbow.* 

So be vigilant, my dear son. If you are as yet 
free, and I firmly believe you are, — unable to admit 
the supposition that you would take such a step 
without your kind father's consent, — then, as you 
are free, since I have not consented, for God's sake 1 
remain so; and confide in the lasting love and 
esteem of 

Your affectionate father, 

Peter Devigne. 



* Tlie reader will subsequently discoyer the probable reason for 
Mr. Devigne's extreme anxiety lest his son should not marry the rich 
Hiss Benbow. 
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Lbokard Detionb to Peter Deyigke, Esq* 

My dear Father, 

I hasten to reply to yoar kind letter, which I 
have just received. 

The annoancement has snrprised me ; bat it has, 
at the same time, gratified me not a little; inas- 
much as you will, at some period not far distant, 
find me an easy convert to your new faith : I am 
indeed half converted, and wkolfy charmed with the 
thing : not that I see any paramount necessity for 
ever changing one 's religion, whatever it be, pro« 
vided we live up to its wholesome dictates; but 
circumstances (to which all the world require us to 
conform) may chance to make a change necessaiy, 
when, of course, conviction will easily follow--*I 
mean, precede* 

Your great kindness in repudiating all compulsion 
in the matter of the proposed match is very grati- 
fying to me, and is not thrown* away, my dear father. 
I am grateful to you ; and have resolved to comply with 
your request to the very letter; namely, to avoid all 
** promise, bond, or understanding." 

However, it seems to me, if yon will allow me an 
opinion, that love cannot be given, it must be 
tcrenched from the heart: consequently, I cannot 
promise to love the lady you propose; but I do i 

promise to comply with your preliminary request, I 

leaving the match an open question. It would. 



J 



JESUITISM. 257 

indeed, be an infinite satisfaction to me to gratify 
you in all things, my dear father. 

You will be pleased to hear that I have been 
presented to His Holiness, who received me most 
graciously. 

All the specimens of Catholics I have met with 
here have pleased me exceedingly. With Mr. 
Fraser I am more than delighted: he surpassed 
even Mr, Bainbridge in conversational power and 
resources. I see some resemblance in their way of 
thinking, and that ready apprehension by which 
they seize at once your meaning, although you only 
discover its fag-end. What 's curious, is, that though 
a Catholic priest, he has not attempted my " con- 
version!" It is always I who put questions to /«7w, 
not he to me; indeed, he seems indifferent to the 
matter. This surprises me, after all that my aunt 
used to say : indeed, I am candid to avow that she 
was most severe in her denunciations. They were 
frightful, too frightful to be true. But then we 
must bear in mind that the abduction of her son was 
ample provocation to a mother's heart : besides, is 
she not the best of women, when we forget a few of 
her strong sentiments ? The Catholics seduced her 
son, and she lost him for ever ! A mother's afflic- 
tion at the bereavement must be judged by the 
dictates of nature^ not those of theoretic "charity 
and forgiveness." 

I never knew all the circumstances of the case, 
for she always alluded to it with excessive impa- 
tience. What could have become of him ? Does 



268 BIBD-UME. 

he Dever tliink of his mother? If the Catholics 
inculcate an nnnataral fbrgetfulness of onr psirents, 
my annt*s denunciations were most jast. Bat the 
same fever that carried off his father, doabtless 
ended the son's days : 't is probable, and, for the 
sake of your religion, I absolve the Catholics of the 
imputed wickedness;* they are so benevolent, 
affable, and disinterested in all their acts of kind- 
ness. 

As the Brentons leave Bome, on their return to 
England, next week, I shall do the same ; and hope 
to see you well and happy, on my tweTity-JirMt birA" 
day, which will be about the time you specify. 

With heartfelt love and gratitude, 

I remain, my dear father. 

Your affectionate son, 

Leonard Dbvignb. 

* Mn. Malcolm's ion had become a Jesuit. Had Leonard men- 
tioned the matter to Father Fraser, he might have enlightened him 
on the sobject, if thonght expedient hy Holy Obedience. 
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CHAPTER VII 



love's aqont. 



A NEW feature has appeared in Leonard's disposi- 
tion. His father's request has confirmed his reso- 
lution. 

Miss Brenton's apparent " prudery" (whose real 
cause he could not suspect) produced in the man 
the determination to punish the girl, now he was 
convinced that she loved him. His father's request 
would liave had but little efiect, had there not been 
in his nature that sentiment which prompted his 
revenge, for such it was. 

The idea pleased him ; it would gratify his vanity 
to show the same power, with more effect, by which 
the lady had tormented him^ in the first instance. 
But there was an evident difference in the case of 
the Jesuit's instrument. Leonard's conduct was 
that of the cruel tormentor which plays with its cap* 
tive prey. 

He loved Helen, or rather, perhaps, desired her 
intensely ; but she had annoyed him by her *' pru- 
dery," for such he deemed it; and he resolved to 
exalt his pride for its past humiliations. He would 

8 2 
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enjoy Helen's humility ; each sigh of hers would be 
his triumph. 

If conscience suggested the reproach of cruelty, 
he dismissed the admonition with the words^ '* 1 11 
propose at last — I '11 marry her ; she '11 then re- 
joice. 

It is curious to remark how this determination on 
his part tallied with the Jesuit's scheme and his 
father's wish. How often in life do the most oppo- 
site, disconnected motives of human conduct, con- 
spire to one and the same fulfilment ! 

It is only Helen who suffers here. She suffers for 
her compliance with the Jesuit's wish, whose real 
object she knows not. She also suffers for having 
dissimulated. 

It may be imagined that cunning in woman is a 
gift of nature, to compensate for the absence of 
manly strength ; but how often does it effectuate its 
own punishment? It tempts us in woman, but per- 
haps sincerity would tempt us more, at least, the best 
of us. 

Several interviews followed the " disappointment" 
of Helen. Each was attended with the same result. 
How did she bear it ? Her love was so devoted, so 
intense, that she wept in secret, and strove to appear 
cheerful in company, checked every rising sigh, 
seemed perfectly herself, because she still hoped for 
the happy day. 

What was the term proposed to himself by 
Leonard, to his cruel suspense? His arrival in 
Paris, just before leaving for England. 
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Hence he could no^, carried away by this artifi- 
cial, unjust, cruel whim, prefer to see Helen in com* 
paiiy with her parents, rather than strive to be with 
her alone, as formerly. The man who could thus 
forego a known bliss, to suit a purpose, must have 
been gifted with great self-restraint, if his heart 
was capable of the intense love which he had pro* 
fessed. 

And did not Helen conclude that his love was 
departing ? She did ; but listen. They are alone. 

" You once talked of love, Mr. Devigne ; I have 
almost forgotten your energetic ardours. Have 

your* 

** Why do you ask me that question, Miss Bren- 
ton," he replied, smilingly. 

"Why, Mr. Devigne?" 

A tear was rising, she suppressed it ; a sigh was 
on its way, she drove it back ; but a gentle blush 
bloomed, in spite of her self-possession. Leonard 
observed it, and yet he asked again, 

"Why do you ask that question V* 

Helen opened a book, and turned over its pages ; 
perhaps she turned a dozen unconsciously ; and she 
looked her lover in the face ; but her glance could 
not stay ; it fell to the ground — she sighed. 

What man could resist that appeal? Leonard 
Devigne ! 

Helen rose and left the room. 

* # * * 

Alas, poor Helen ! 

This is not the pining of a heart devoured by 
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jealousy, or by neglect when wedlock has given a 
bond to love. Tis the angoish of a heart tor- 
mented with a question which it cannot answer — an 
eternal why ? to which neither angel nor imp will 
answer but with its echo. 

Who could read without sympathy Helen's diary, 
from the day of her disappointment to the day 
when — but 't is not wise to anticipate either bliss, 
or misery. Disappointment may ravish the for- 
mer; Heaven may avert the latter. Let us rather 
moderate hope, and check despair. *^ Thy will be 
done/' is the fountain of life. 

And yet, alas, poor Helen ! 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A GLIMPSE OF THE FUTURE AND THE PAST. 

The trayellers are nearing Pari^. What an inte- 
resting journey to Leonard Devigne is it made by 
the conversation of Father Fraser ! How harassing 
to Helen, by the steady coldness of him whom she 
loves so fondly ! 

But she conceals her anguish. She would not be 
humiliated by her cruel lover. How was it that 
she did not despise him ? 

She loved him in spite of his neglect. She would 
love him for ever. Her reflections on the past were 
bitter. She had lent herself to the scheme of con- 
version — (innocent enough in itself for the poor 
girl). To that scheme, and the consequent restraint 
placed upon her by Father Fraser, she ascribed 
her present wretchedness. Though' not exactly the 
right cause, still it sufficed to explain her punish- 
ment. 

She naturally conceived a dislike for Father 
Fraser, and his controversy, which she now avoided 
most resolutely — referring Leonard " to Father 
Fraser for farther discussion on that subject." 
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The Jesuit observed the change from the very 
commencement ; and, though ignorant of Leonard's 
motives, he exulted in the fact. The lady had served 
as a decoy. His preparatory conversations with 
Leonard must now become more intentional. They 
were now to be " business." He gladly encouraged 
the advances of the youth to himself. He became 
the fortunate rival of Helen. 

Helen fancied that her lover became daily more 
and more indifferent to her ; but daily he was more 
and more in the company of Father Fraser. They 
were frequently closeted together. 

At length she began to suspect the fact, that the 
Jesuit's object was to gain her lover to the Society; 
and then she traced all his advice and conduct hxx 
the matter, from the beginning, to that intention. 
Thus forced to admit herself a mere tool in the 
hands of the Jesuit, her bitterness of heart was 
increased. She felt humbled. 

It must have been an interesting study to the 
Jesuit to observe the effect of his conversations on 
the youth ; to mark the gradual substitution of 
one feeling by another — or, rather, the different 
application or direction of the same. Thoroughly 
understanding his pupil, he dissected his sentiment^ 
so skilfully, pointed out their natural tendencies with 
such precision and certainty, that an older head 
would have surrendered to the seemingly divine 
penetration and power to guide, as evidenced by the 
Jesuit, 

" Consider yourself," said the Jesuit ; ** dive into 
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your heart ; ask yourself the question, What is my 
destiny ? You hear no reply. But the reply is 
whispered. I will enable you to hear it. Hurried 
onward in the career which you have begun, your 
life is entirely extemah You are unconscious of the 
powers, the faculties, the sentiments, which have 
been consigned to your mind and heart for the most 
exalted destiny. 

'' Hitherto woman has been an object with you. 
But how f You have never loved'* 

Leonard looked up. The Jesuit continued : — 

" I explain : I conclude this from your own ad- 
mission. Have you not told me that your conquest 
is enhanced in your estimation by its difficulty 1 
That is not the sentiment of those who love strongly 
-^those who love because they cannot help loving. 
Those who love thus, love the more from being 
readily beloved. An irresistible sympathy draws 
them to the object. It is power that you seek : 
influence over the mind and the heart is the desire of 
your soul. 

" And how have you sought that boon hitherto ? 
How will you seek it henceforth ? Shall the noble 
ambition of your soul be lowered to the grovelling 
of mere love-conquests, when boundless power is 
offered to its grasp over the minds, and hearts, 
und consciences of men ? A power is offered to 
you ; wherewith endowed, single-handed, you may 
brave the very tyrant who sways the destinies 
of millions ; for your influence will be divine ^-^ 
his but brute force, which force can overcome. 
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The destiny offered to you will put you in posses- 
sion of yourself J which is itself the highest reach of 
the mortal ; and the same destiny will invest yon 
with the powers of the Eternal, delegated to those 
only who rise above the weaknesses of their fellow- 
men." 
*' And the means of finding that destiny?" 
" Would you embrace it, if offered to you ?** 
*' Be it mine to decide : explain you the means." 
" I belong to tliat Society whose name is a terror 

to the world ** 

" Then you are a Jesuit?" 

^ I am a Member of the Society of Jesus, and 
exult in the name." 

'* I have heard hideous things of the Jesuits." 
'* And yet, again I say, I exult in the name. 
From the foundation of our Order, envy has pur- 
sued the sons of Ignatius ; but through the thick 
mists of calumny, the central star of their glory has 
beamed brightly forth. It beams, and shall beam 
for ever. Name me the men who have endured 
every calamity that man on man inflicts. You 
must name the Jesuits. Name me the men who 
have left no region of the habitable world without a 
monument of their labours. You must name the 
Jesuits. Think of those who have promoted every 
science — perfected every art. You think of the 
Jesuits. Cast your eyes over the map of the world. 
Call to the angels that preside over kingdoms. Ask 
them whose labours have been most indefatigable — 
most successful in spreading the name of Christ. 
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They must name the Jesuits. We bless God, as his 
instruments, and we thank him for the sufferings 
with which he has permitted men to reward us/* 

This disclosure took place on the evening of 
Leonard's arrival in Paris. The whole conversation 
made a deep impression on his mind. The effect 
intended by the Jesuit was made. But Leonard 
was still " undecided." Why should he leave the 
world, where he had every promise and earnest of 
success ? Was he not wealthy ? True, the rewards 
held forth to his ambition were such as his heart 
desired. But the pleasures of life had still their 
Yoice in his heart. He had but tasted the world. 
He was not surfeited as yet. There was ample time 
to consider his " destiny." 

Such were his reflections. 

And Helen ? 

Yes ; Leonard gave her a thought — and he also 
thought of his father's proposal. 

His intention is to leave Paris in three days, to 
pay his respects to his expectant father at Ringwood 
Hall. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

TH£ MEETING OF OLD FRIENDS. 

Meanwhile, " The Ringwood Hall," East India* 
man, has arrived. 

The owner of the vessel and cargo is the only 
passenger, accompanied by his daughter. Miss Jane 
Benbow ; of whose beauty, qualities, and wealthy her 
fitther and Mr. Deyigne have spoken with merited 
approbation. 

The rich Calcutta merchant is impatient to see 
his friend; or rather, to use his own words, he 
wants *' to enter upon the business without any 
digression." 

Mr. Benbow also wishes to take his friend by 
surprise. The latter, with Mr. Percival, otherwise 
Father Percival, is now " thinking over" the all- 
important topic which brings Mr. Benbow to 
England. 

" His letter is certainly very interesting," ejacu- 
lated Father Percival, returning Leonard's letter to 
Mr. Devigne;."it is most gratifying: he writes 
with all filial respect, and cheerfully complies with 
your request. Besides, how promising his senti- 
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ments on our holy religion. The grace which has 
been given to yow, my dear sir, is, as it were, 
reflected upon your son. There is much hope." 

But Mr, Devigne was thinking of another impor- 
tant matter at that moment. He said : — 

" I am most anxious that my son should marry 
Miss Benbow. Her father is my earliest friend ; 
our families were neighbours before they emigrated. 

"I have many reasons for wishing Leonard to 
marry as soon as possible ; and Miss Benbow must 
be the lady." 

" I sincerely hope your wish will be gratified, 
Mr. Devigne ; there seems to be every probability ; 
indeed I can see no reason to doubt it." 

" You always console me, my dear friend. But 
somehow I have my misgivings. Yet, I desire the 
event so intensely that I cannot induce my mind 
patiently to contemplate the chance of a disappoint- 
ment." 

" God directs all things, my dear sir. Even 
what grieves us most often proves a blessing in 
the end ; witness your late malady and " 

" True, very true ; but it will be a sad trial for 
me if this marriage does not take place." 

'* Let us hope all things, my dear sir : your son 
promises filial obedience ; your friend is anxious, as 
you have said, for the marriage. Surely there is 
cause for hope, not despondency." 

" True ; but the chance of '* 

At that moment a carriage drove up the avenue ; 
Mr. Devigne rushed to the window, and saw his old 
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friend, stumbling out of the carriage. He hastened 
to meet the nabob. 

Hearty greetings, after thirty years' absence, were 
given and received. 

" Take Jinny's arm, Peter," said the nabob ; " I'll 
climb your ladder by myself, just as I got through 
the world. Nobody helped Benbow — no thankye 
—much obliged ; but I'd rather do aUand have all — 
that's my motto ; no digression, if yon please. I 
say, Peter, how many more steps to the main-top ? 
Oh, here we are, at last." 

Mr. Percival passed out, wishing Mr. Devigne 
good-day. 

" Here we are," continued Mr. Benbow. ** Hollo I 

What the deuce I Peter — St, Aloydiu^ St, 

FraruAs Borgia^ St, Ignatius, Why, this is 

heaven upon earth with a vengeance ! What, what 
does it mean? Peter! the devil! an image of 
the Virgin Mary too — no — I'm blessed ! No, I'm 
blind I Conflagration ! What ! what I you — ^you — 
you haven't turned •papist'^ Oh, Lord! No, no, 
impossible! Thunder! What! Peter Devigne — 
a— ^pa — ^pist ! Zounds ! Man ! Why, your great- 
grandfather's bones will rise and club you to 
pieces! No, no; the deuce is in it — speak out, 

man ! D , let's have it out ; tell me I 'm 

&2eW, and I'll believe you; but — but — thunder! 
OLord!" 

Mr. Benbow sank under his energetic expostula- 
tion ; his daughter gave him a chair, endeavouring 
to calm his excitement. 
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" No, no. Tear 'em down. Jinny. Let me smash 
the idols. Thunder ! " 

Mr. Devigne turned pale : his head resting in^hia 
hand ; his tongue refused its office : he was struck 
dumb. 

Suddenly Mr. Benbow became calm ; and with 
a firm voice addressed his friend : — 

" Then it's a fact^ Peter ? You have turned 
papist. You have betrayed the religion of your 
fathers ; have you ? " 

Mr. Devigne remained silent. 

" Well, then, I tell you, and I swear it too, that 
Benbow and Devigne shall never mix. The bar- 
gain's off. 

*• Why, I hate the very name of papist. Haven't 
I been bothered and pestered by the infernal Jesuits 
at Calcutta, enough to make me wish them all to 
the — • — ten times over ? Don't I know the whole 
race of them ? They're pagan half-Christians, and 
everything to suit their purpose. Have they not 
meddled with everything from earth to heaven, and 
t'other place included, to suit their purposes ? And 
yoUy my best friend, my only friend, my intended 
brother, you to disgrace your Protestant name so 
vilely! Gad, I'm sick ! And I've done I 

" The bargain's off. I wish you all luck. Good- 
day to you." 

" Stay, stay, my dear friend. One word — one 
word, for God's sake ; one ^" 

^' I have no confidence in you ; once deceived, 
twice shy. Good-day." 
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Seizing his daughter's arm, Mr. Benbow hurried 
down the stairs faster than he had mounted. He 
found his way into the court-yard, ordered his 

horses to be put to, and drove off to London. 

• • • • 

Mr. Benbow had scarcely left when the follow- 
ing note was handed to Mr. Devigne, still in the 
greatest excitement :— *- 

" Sib, 

*' Tou seduced me. But let that pass. You 
proposied to marry me. Well, I should have taken 
you at your word ; but Father Percival, having 
designs on you, persuaded me to refuse your offer, 
ybr a time. Well, he effected his ends with you : 
you are converted ; and you have written to advise 
me to turn nun, I am much obliged for your advice, 
but I don*t choose to follow it. 

" Your cruelty, and Father Percival's deceit (a 
man of God !) have maddened me. God have mercy 
on my soul i 

" Oh, how you have been played upon I Why, 
the very letter you received from me was dictated 
by Father Percival ! I'd tell you more ; but Heaven 
rest the soul of my poor child, though he remem- 
bered Father Percival's lesson so well. My poor 
child ! But he didn't know better. 

" I have done ; may you be happy. I am 
wretched enough. Your despairing — 

" Mary Truman." 
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Half an hour after the delivery of this letter, a 
servant found Mr. Devigne on the floor, quite 
senseless, but still breathing. It was another attack 
of paralysis. 

He died about nine o'clock the same night. 

# • * * 

Events are hurrying us to the " end :" we cannot 
tarry for reflection. Else, what serious, painful, 
warning thoughts rise, like the ghosts of the dead, 
from the fate of this unhappy man ! . . . 

One fact we will suggest : the final catastrophe 
of his life points directly to his ruling passion — ^that 
source of healthy, moral life, if directed by reason 
and right religion ; but a self- tormenting, self- 
punishing fury, if permitted to run riot in the 
fleshly heart. 

This reflection may partly exonerate the Jesuits 
of the final result. That result was not their object; 
but meditate the whole '' transaction*' from begin- 
ning to end, and then indulge your heart's more 
just indignation at priestly, Jesuitical inflvjence in the 

fixmify. 

* • * • 

But we are now only at ** the beginning of the 
end." The Brentons, Leonard, and Father Eraser, 
have arrived at Paris. Iieonard's " Destiny-' is still 
undecided. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THB ASTROLOGER. 

On the morning after tbe travellers reached Paris, 
Father Fraser observed to Leonard : — 

'' You once casually alluded to astrology. I find 
we have now in Paris a most consummate sai-disant 
adept in the art. 'T is astonishing how men permit 
themselves to be deluded by such absurdities." 

" I don't exactly agree with you : a prediction ot 
evil will add to one's caution (supposing astrology to 
predict only hypothetically), and a prediction of 
good will add to one's confidence. Now, caution and 
confidence, in their respective circumstances, are 
mighty aids in the affairs of life, you will allow." 

** I see the inference ; and take this to be the 
process ; if we cannot find support within us, we 
must seek it without ; the mind must rest on some 
foundation; it cannot support itself; but like an 
infant, should lay its head on the cradle of Pro- 
vidence, hoping in its watching hour, and yet, in 
sleep, not despairing." 

" Truly," said Leonard, " with mch sentiments in 
the heart, we need not consult astrology ; but super- 
stition is perhaps the last sentiment which enlight- 
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ened piety sacrifices to religion. Superstitious be- 
lief in astrology, or ainy other art which unfolds 
futurity, is so deeply grounded in our nature, that 
we can detect it in the greatest, the wisest, the best 
of men, as well as the vilest. Catharine de' Medici, 
Henri Quatre, and other historical worthies of all 
times, consulted astrologers, soothsayers, and ora-* 
cles ; what wonder then if common men, or uncom- 
mon rogues, should apply to the stars when they 
cannot find a guide in their minds and consciences ? 
But there is a fascination in the thing, which, like 
that of the serpent, overpowers the mind the more 
it is looked on." 

"True, my friend, you reason accurately; and 
you might add an argument from science. The 
reciprocal attractions of the planetary bodies doubt- 
less produce physical changes of some kind in each 
other. Now, those physical changes may influence, 
however infinitesimally, every being on those 
planets. The influence will be first merely physical; 
but how intimately is the menial connected with the 
physical state of man. Now, it is the mental and 
physical state of a man that fashions his fortunes in 
life ; therefore the particular attractions or * aspects' 
at birth may influence the individual's fortunes thus 
indirectly, since they influence the system of which 
he constitutes a part."* 

* In this Tery speclons argument, FuUicr Fraser seems only to 
expend the sanctioned declaration of his brother Jesuit, Biehard 
Arsdekm, who says-t 

*' If any one affirms, through conjecture founded upon the inila* 

T 2 
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^ A very plausible recommeDdation from one who 
rejecU the art. I should very much like to see this 
astrologer ; the interview would be at least curious, 
and it will serve to convince me of the absurdity by 
experience." 

" Tour curiosity can be easily gratified ; his pla- 
cards are in every street." 

*^ I '11 start at once," said Leonard, delighted with 
the idea. 

THE ASTROLOGER. 

. D'Altremond Tul, the '* Divine Astrologer,** as he 
styled himself, was a wonderful man in his way, and 
a prosperous man in his business. 

From morning to night — ^and a late hour of that 
— ^his antechamber was crowded by eager pilgrims 
to consult the book of fiite. Men and women, 
young and old, married and unmarried, masked and 
unmasked, there came a motley mass of human 
hopes, innocent hopes and horrible hopes, human 
fears and devilish fears, despairing love, fiendish 
revenge, unconquerable hate, gulf-like avarice, and 
the untold thought of blood, — for the murderer jfeor^ 
to do the deed, and craves to be assured of safety. 

D'Altremond Tnl looked the character he played. 

ence of tlie stars and the character, disposition, and manners of • 
IT. an, that he will be a soldier, an ecclesiastie, or a bishop, this diri* 
nation may be devoid of all tin, because the stars and the disposition 
of the man may hare the power of inclining the human will to a 
certain lot or rank, bat not of constraining it. 

Theoh Tripart, Tom. II. pars. 1!. Tr. 5. c. 1. § 2. n. 4* 
^d't, ColonliB. 
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Imagine a tall, Hercalean, though not robust 
figure ; a countenance pale, but smooth and radiant, 
surmounted by a forehead that might have been the 
model for the Olympian Joye. 

His age was about sixty ; and yet his hair, though 
perfectly white, still clung to his scalp as to an 
enchanted spot, and fell to his shoulders in graceful 
snaky curls — 

" In labyrinth of many a roand self-roird 

His head the midst, well stored with subtle wiles.*' 

His beard, which the razor had never shamed, 
covered his breast, and tapered to his belt. He 
wore a robe of blue stuff; and there were embroi- 
dered thereon in gold and silver, sacred and mys- 
terious characters, on which, from time to time, he 
fixed his eyes as if in prayer. 

He had a belt and breast-plate, doubtless in imi- 
tation of the Urim and Thummim which adorned 
and deified the High Priest of old ; and there lay 
beside him a wand entwined with the image of a 
serpent, so life-like, you would have thought it 
moved incessantly, and was 

*' — ^— inspired 

With act intelligential." 

Daylight was not admitted into his Holy of 
Holies, a circular apartment, on whose ceiling and 
sides the celestial sphere was accurately limned, 
the rolling ball of universal worlds. 

A single lamp, suspended from the ceiling, gave 
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sufficient light where men came to hear and not to 

Ever and anon mysterious sounds were heard ; 
perhaps it was only fancy, and still you thought 
you heard a whisper^ a sigh, a titter, a laugh or a 
piercing hiss, — for do we not hear in dreams of th^ 
night ? 

The house was situated in the quiet suburbs of 
Paris, just where " the busy hum of men" ceases to 
molest " the country that God hath made ;" as if to 
mock by the hubbub of fiendish passions, whose 
asylum it was, the sweet serenity of nature. 

An ugly hag — never was that name more appro- 
priate — sat in the porch, with a huge mastiff close 
beside her. 

Leonard tapped gently. 

"Your wish ?" growled the woman, in the tone of 
a curse. 

« D'Altremond Tul." 

The door opened, Leonard shrank back at the 
sight of the mastiff; but the woman, placing her 
right foot on the dog's head, pointed to a door 
opposite. 

Leonard walked forward ; an attendant gave him 
a mask, and pointed to a chair. 

He saw about a dozen men and women, only 
some of whom were masked. The expectants sat 
in silence ; not a word was exchanged, and that was 
a wise precaution ; for a dbconsolate maiden might 
have heard the voice of her faithless, cruel lover ; a 
wife that of her husband ; a father that of his 
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spendtlirift son, come to calculate the value of a 
reversion. 

They were seated in such a manner as to be 
admitted to the astrologer iu the order in which 
they came. From ten to fifteen minutes elapsed 
between each admission, when the astrologer's page, 
the perfect embodiment of a fairy, descended, and, 
bowing to the party whose turn it was, led him to 
the Sanctum of Fate. 

After waiting about two hours, Leonard was sum- 
moned. He followed the page. 

The unexpected vision bursting on his eyes some- 
what disconcerted him for an instant; but the astro- 
loger smiled blandly, pointing to a chair. Recover- 
ing &om the shock, he gazed around, and on the 
astrologer ; not bewildered, but curious to inquire. 
The astrologer began : — 

" Young man, what seek you to know 1" 

" First," replied the youth, " I wish to know by 
what means you undertake to predict the future. 
Is it by the Art Magic?" 

" No, young man. If I did, I should be amenable 
to the laws of the land and of God. My art is that 
of Samuel, who foretold to the shepherd his exalta- 
tion to the throne of Israel. D'Altremond Tul is 
no magician. To the sincere seeker, the secrets of 
the Most High will be revealed. He has written 
them on the everlasting stars that sang together at 
the opening of the womb." 

" Would it be possible for any one, for me, tu 
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learu your art?" asked Leonard. — ^The astrologer 
replied, with solemnity : 

''All cannot receive, save those to whom it is 
given. All might learn, but all may not learn. A 
spirit was given to him who was admitted into the 
school of the prophets. The preparation of deep 
meditation in the divine science of the rule and 
eompass — prayer and fasting — must precede the 
gift. Innocens manibus et mundus corde — ^inno- 
cence of hands and cleanness of heart must go 
before, must attend, and accompany to the end for 
ever. To all it is not given to read the stars, which 
are the everlctsting prophets of Heaven — tkdr voice 
shall never fail. What seek you to know V* 

** My destiny," was the reply. 

The astrologer closed his eyes, and opened his 
lips ; but how describe his tone! He entoned:-— 

'' When the book of Reason was opened, Infancy 
read wordsy and nothing more ; Childhood drank in 
many abuses ; Manhood sighed over superfluous re- 
grets; but Old Age tore the pages to pieces. To 
know the evil is half the cure. The gulf that 
threatens may be avoided ; but the strong desire of 
youth, who shall keep it from a fall? My inner 
eyes shall see, and my lips shall tell, and forewarn ; 
but the human will — your will, young man — must lead 
you therefrom. The Most High is above all. Fate 
is subject to Him. Therefore, the destiny which the 
stars in concert singing at your birth foretold, is still 
in posse, dependent still on the will of the Most 
High ; and He will reason with your will. 
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" Happy, happy, happy, if you seek His aid. 

" The prophet foretold the fall of Nineveh ; but it 
came not to pass. Did he prophesy falsely ? No ; 
he spoke in posse. It is for the Most High alone to 
speak in esse. The everchanging aspects and direc* 
tions of the heavens may evolve a merciful exodus 
from the direst nativity. 

^ It may be but for a moment % and that moment 
may be now." 

The astrologer paused, and glanced on his belt, as 
in prayer. Leonard was impressed by his vehement 
address. The astrologer resumed : — 

" Name the place, year, month, day, and hour of 
your birth." 

Leonard was unable to reply as to hour. The 
astrologer exclaimed :^ 

" It matters not. Abyssus abyssum invocat ! 
Events point to events. Mention some important 
event in your life — death of father, death of mother, 
protracted illness, dire calamity." 

Leonard mentioned that his mother had died in 
childbed. 

The astrologer went through his calculations with 
great rapidity ; and, in a few minutes, whilst draw- 
ing the scheme, he exclaimed : — 

^' Good. In the Second House the native will be 
fortunate. Alas ! the first note of man and the last 
are notes of anguish.* He was bom to weep. * I 
was born in iniquity, and in sin did my mother con- 
ceive me.' 'Blessed is the man thatwalketh not 
in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth in 
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the way of sinners, nor sittetb in the seat of the 
scornful. He shall be like a tree planted by the 
rivers of water, that bringeth forth his fruit in 
his season: his leaf also shall not wither; and 
whatsoever he doeth shall prosper. The ungodly 
are not so ; but are like the chaff which the wind 
driveth away.' " 

Thus he continued muttering, as it were, mechani- 
cally, but with emphasis at times. He was casting 
the 

NATIVITY. 

" Hear, and be wise. 

" The good that is in store for thee may escape, if 
thou seek it not ; the evil threatened may be avoided, 
if foreseen, thou provide against it. 

" Luna in trine, with Mercury in the ascendant, 
indicates good speed and success in all employments^ 
propensity to travel — skill in human arts, which God 
demands in his holy cause. 

" The Greater Fortune, majestic Jove, was rising at 
thy birth. Thou shalt overcome every evil direc- 
tion, which would otherwise prove fatal. Thou art 
healthy, cheerful, jovial. Thy delight hath been in 
divine philosophy, though the frown of the Greater 
Infortune, gloomy Saturn, saddened thee for a term, 
till Venus, mother of mortals, made thee pleasing to 
the fair. 

" There is one that hves thee. 

" But thy Creator loves thee more. 

" By woman came death. Who loves her must 
beware. 
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^* God hath made thy heart for Himself. Thou 
art destined for the greatest. 

*^ Mars is malefic ; there is anger. 

'* But the hyleg* is not afflicted. 

" Thou shalt prosper." 

Here the astrologer seemed to become violently 
agitated. His form seemed to dilate ; and, fixing his 
eyes on vacancy, as if they were glass, he ex* 
claimed : — 

^^ Stand fast, fortunate youth ; for mighty shall be 
thy deeds — mighty shall be thy triumph. 

" Thou art called to govern thy fellow-men. On 
thy lips sweet persuasion shall dwell, to guide their 
guideless steps ; and in thy breast shall be the 
gushing fountain of prayer, which shall be thy 
strength, thy hope, and that of many. 

^'To God, to God, to God thou dost belong. 
Who shall claim thee beside ? Who has pro- 
tected thee with the wings of angels in thy wild 
transgressions, when fierce temptation hurled thee 
into its burning furnace ? Who speaks to thy 
heart now the word of warning, the word of 
hope, the word of invitation, thy glorious des- 
tiny? 
. " Give thanks ; yea, be thankful. 

" Stand fast. 

" Stand fast to the thought now in thy soul 
awakened. 

" Go forth, and prosper." 

* Or, *^ Qi\&t oilAit^^-^Astrologicalterm, 
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The astrologer rose, and, extending his hand to 
Leonard, trembling with agitation, he added, with 
abenignant smile : — 

"And may the God of D'Altbemond Tul be 
with thee, and bless thee for ever." 

Then placing both his hands on the youth's 
head, he modulated his Toice almost to a whis* 
per, and, in the tone of the softest dalciana, his 
words seemed to glide from his lips as he spoke, 
raying : — 

" He shall be like a tree planted by the riyers of 
water, that bringeth forth his fruit in his season : 
his leaf also shall not wither ; and whatsoever he 

doeth shall prosper." 

• • # # 

Leonard staggered out of the house, confounded 
and bewildered. To reflect was impossible: he 
could only feel. His step was hurried — his eyes 
bent to the ground — onwards he darted as one that 
rushes from an awful dream. 

His steps were arrested. 

Two gentlemen walked up to him ; he woke from 
his dream to a stern reality. 

As soon as he appeared in the street, one of the 
parties had said to the other : — ^ 

" Yes, there he is — 't is he — that's your man." 

The party addressed was — M. Gramant. It was 
Gramont ; he who killed Valremy. 

" Sir," said he to Leonard, "we have waited 
for you. I need not explain my object. Be so 



A "gentleman" and his '* friend." 285 

kind as to send a friend to this gentleman, in order 
to make the necessary arrangements. To-morrow 
at eight. Our friends will fix the place." 

6ramont*s friend presented his card to Leonard, 
who bowed to both, and passed on. 



286 FROM SUCH A DREiiM TO SUCH ▲ REALITY ! 



CHAPTER XL 

THE DUEL. 

As chance would have it, Gramont and his friend 
were at the astrologer's when Leonard entered. 
Gramont panted for revenge. 

Few will be able fully to conceive the state of 
Leonard's mind at this moment. From such a 
dream to such a reality !..... He shook off the 
dream, and grasped the reality. Fierce resentment 
routed his emotions. The suddenness of the en- 
counter roused his indignation. 

Other considerations 

His skill in fencing has been adverted to. He 
was brave. 

Shall it be added that the desire to avenge the 
death of his friend Valremy, made him exult at the 
meeting? • • . • 

Again, men generally hate — feel a jealous hatred 
of those whom they have injured as Leonard in- 
jured M. Gramont. 

Did he not think of Helen ? 
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Yes ; the thought passed through his mind. The 
xnystifications of the Jesuit had taken effect; the 
astrologer had expanded them ; ambition had silenced 
love, as in the case of Napoleon with regard to his 
devoted Josephine : the astrologer's " predictions " 
fortified the " great idea" of his soul. * . » . 

But was that passing emotion of a disordered 
mind likely to withstand the temptations of a 
young, vigorous, pleasure-seeking heart, only just 
introduced to the deceptive world's paradise? 
Would not the reflection be forced upon him that 
his ambition, to be gratified as promised, must pass 
through an ordeal, to submit to which his counter^ 
temptations would be too strong ? Why should he 
leave a world which^ offered him all his heart dc'^ 
sired? . • . • 

Such is the picture of his mind : at the moment 
in question — at this moment, the duel fills his 
thoughts. 

He has entered his apartment. 

A letter has arrived. 

It is from his aunt. 

" My DEAR Leonard, 

" Why have you not returned sooner, dear Leo* 
nard? Why have you not spared me the bitter 
sorrow to sadden your heart? Which misfortune 
shall I tell you first? My heart is desolate, I 
know not where to begin. 

''Your father changed his religion. God pity 
and forgive him! He was wretched from that 
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moment. He was neyer himself again. God 
warned him. He became more and more con- 
firmed in the evil. And now, my poor dear ne- 
phew, loYe me as your mother. Tes, I am your 
mother. I will console you, and presenre yoa for 
God, and the memory of oar father. Yoor poor 
father is no more 

^ Come to me, my child, my dear child. Supply 
the place of him who deserted his mother. I wiQ 
be your mother. You have now nothing on earth. 
Tour father has left you nothing. His estates are 
mortgaged for mare than their worth. Come to me, 
my son, and you shall share God's blessings. 

'^ I can write no more. My heart is sad and torn. 
Come, my son, and let us together lament our afflic- 
tions, and pray together that God may console us. 

** Your loring Aunt^ 

*' Elizabeth Mai^colm." 

The signs of the approaching tempest, though 
few and short, ere it bursts, still give warning : but 
unforeshadowed, utterly unexpected calamity, bitter 
misfortune, suddenly inflicted, suddenly announced, 
how hard to bear. And the brain is maddened ; 
the heart recoils, shudders ; the chillness of death 
strikes its life-nenre: we become desperate in the 
hour when we feel that all is lost ; hope is wrecked ; 
ruin yawns to devour us. 

Leonard determined to meet his challenger. 
His hopelessness, he thought, might end for erer. 
And then rage filled his soul with rancour; he 
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« 

woald wreak his despairing vengeance on the man 
who called him to the field ! 

How fearfully did every passion lacerate that 
breast, lately so buoyant with hopeful thoughts ! 

That state, must it not end in death or mad- 
ness? 

Leonard applied to an acquaintance, who con- 
sented to be his '^ friend " on the occasion : the 
affair was arranged to take place at St. Cloud. 

The morning was brilliant ; the sky cloudless. 

St. Cloud was soon reached : the parties alighted, 
and walked arm-in-arm in the appointed direction, 
where they were met by the other principal and his 
friend. 

Then respectful bows were interchanged: on 
such occasions the bitterest enemies observe all the 
proprieties. 

A convenient spot was selected. It was a smooth, 
level green, sheltered on all sides by a rising ground, 
topped with trees, forming a sort of amphitheatre. 

How cheerful and smiling those trees, clothed 
in their summer garb, appeared on that eventful 
morning. Little birds there were singing merrily, 
and skipping from branch to branch in the sweet 
blandishments of nature's love — God's universal 
brotherly love. 

And now the beautiful sun shines forth in all his 
splendour. All nature is gladdened by his thousand 
rays; — ^not a cloud shades the warmth of heaven 
from the heart of man ; even yon ruined tower lets 

u 
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pass those piercing rays, like brilliant and gentle 
thoughts through the mind of the old in years. 

But, hark I 

Swords clash : the strife is begun. 

The salute is given with admirable precision and 
grace on both sides; the combatants fixing their 
eyes each on each — to read the very soul. 

They recovered position, eyeing each other for an 
instant, as if undecided ; but there was no indeci- 
sion. Instantly, each other's thought fiiUy known, 
they engaged. Gramont advancing — pressing his 
antagonist, who retreated, parrying every thrust, 
baffling every feint. 

Gramont had made a discovery. He saw that 
all his skill would be needed to glut his revenge. 

He provoked an attack. 

Leonard advanced upon him with a boldness and 
tact which seemed for a moment likely to be fatal. 

Then was the deadly strife at the highest. Every 
thrust was given — every parry needed — every feint 
tried and defeated; the combatants are equal — 
victory was for neither, or for both — attack and 
defence were perfect. 

** MoRT ! " exclaimed Gramont, with a yell never 
to be forgotten, as he plunged on the youth, whose 
JeiJit had deceived him. In the instant Gramont's 
sword flew from his grasp — the hilt stuck in the 
turf before him, — he lost balance, fell forward on 
his own sword, whose point passed through his body 
— he sank to the hilt. 

"God of heaven!** cried Leonard, frantic, and 
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clasping his hands, as he knelt beside the dying man 
—dying and blaspheming. 

Gramont rejected his hand — expired with a curse 
on his lips. 

"Oh God! forgive me!" cried Leonard, in the 
anguish of his heart. " I am a murderer ! / killed 
him!" 

With difficulty his friend tore him from the body. 
He cried to Heaven for pardon ; he wept ; he wrung 
his hands ; he begged them to let him remain, or 

kill him on the body. 

# # * # 

And thus it is ! The ravening heart's desire gra- 
tified — in the very instant of fruition — lacerates* us 
with remorse. 

How deceitful is the promise of fruition — ^how 
true the certainty of remorse ! 

Its cause is obvious : — the desire being gratified, 
faints^ as it were ; and then— in that instant of calm 
— conscience asserts her power, appealing to other 
sentiments, stifled by delirious passion. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

**iT could'nt be better !"* 

The Jesuits in Paris were aware of Gramont*s 
threats against Leonard Devigne. They had taken 
measures to prevent a meeting. 

They had managed to decoy him from Paris just 
before Leonard's arrival; but Gramont returned 
unexpectedly. Hence the ^danger" predicted by 
the astrologer; for it need scarcely be stated that 
the whole scheme was concocted and paid for. 

Father Eraser was actually awaiting Leonard's 
return from the astrologer, fully prepared to deepen 
the impression already made, and, perhaps, work on 
the youth still more, as he imagined, by hinting to 
his "danger" with regard to Gramont. At all 
events, they would have prevented the duel, as soon 
as projected ; having taken means, as they thought, 
to arrive at the discovery. 

How striking the fact, that the very scheme they 
planned to move the youth to his " vocation," threw 
him into the very jaws of peril, by accidentally 
bringing him in contact with the man they dreaded ! 
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When Leonard was brought to his apartments, 
his agony of mind was increased. 

He had not called on Father Fraser, according to 
his promise, to give an account, of the astrologer* 
Father Fraser called at Leonard's in the morning. 
His valet told him enough to fill him with dread. 
He entreated the valet to give him the earliest 
possible intelligence of his master, and left in the 
greatest anxiety. 

On Leonard's return, the valet hastened to Father 
Fraser. The youth was safe. Then the despair of 
the duellist gave joy to the Jesuit's heart. He 
started instantly. What must have been his reflec- 
tions as he went! All his precautions had been 
unavailing to prevent the duel ; it had taken place ; 
and, behold ! it, the duel, if " skilfully managed,'* 
would crown " the holy work !" 

"O, inscrutable judgments of Heaven!" How 
Providence seemed to work for " the holy cause ! ** 
Tes, the Jesuits might have dispensed with the 
desperate and disreputable measure they took to 
decoy Gramont from Paris; the expense might 
have been saved. Yes, they might even have dis- 
pensed with the astrologer's aid, — for the terror of 
conscience is the readiest handmaid of Jesuitism ; it 
can be made to yield all, if " skilfully handled." 

These reflections made the Jesuit eager for the 
work. 

'^ It couldn't be better," he said to himself, as he 
entered. 

Leonard was lying on the floor. The Jesuit 
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approached : Leonard rose, but remained kneelmg, 
weeping, tearing his hair, whilst his eyes seemed 
stili to behold the horrible death jost witnessed. 
He cried, gasping for breath, — 

^ Oh, what a death ! I am his murderer ! His 
curse is upon me ! I am doomed I** 

What would bare desolated every oth^ heart, 
found the Jesuit cool and calculating. He raised 
Leonard from the ground, pressed his hand to his 
breast, exclaiming, — 

^' How I feel for you, my son ! Oh, and are you 
a murderer?^ 

** No, no ; I did not kill him, he fdl on his own 
sword; but I am the cause, — ^my crimes are the 



cause." 



*^Qad be blessed! your hands are not stained 
with blood." .... He kissed them fervently. 
^Oh, my friend, my son, can you not see the 
hand of God in this terrible meeting? Has it not 
been appointed to lead you to your good Qod, 
who has saved you from the death of time and 
eternity, and yet has spared you the crime of 
miurder ? . . . . Oh, has he not yearned to possess 
you — ^you, whom he has adorned with so many giffai 
— ^for Himself, — ^yes, for Himself! . , . • 

^' You have hitherto plunged into vice, broken 
His commandments, committed every crime, — and 
yet, from the fangs of death, see how He kas 
snatched you — saved you, and, above all, touched 
your heart with the iire of repentance, — the greatest 
blessing given to sixmers ! « . . • 
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" Ever eager to pervert all the good gifts of God, 
the Evil One strives to pervert the grace now given 
to you: he strives to change your salutary remorse 
into despair. But, my brother, can a mind and 
heart like yours despair of God's love and mercy, 
conscious as you are of the numberless favours 
which he has lavished upon you — this last the 
greatest ? All hitherto lavished in vain, still your 
God courts you — ^invites — entices you to Himself. 
What more can even God do to prove how He loves 
and desires you for Himself ?" . • • . 

Father Eraser paused, contemplating the effect 
of his moving appeal, and continued i^^ 

''Are you not disgusted with your life of sin? 
Have yon found aught to satisfy your boundless 
heart? What could fill that abyss, which He alone 
who made it can fill ? 

''Then seek and you shall find Your 

God will pardon the past, and make your coming 
life a time of meritorious deeds, — SHch as will con- 
sole you and millions by t/ou^ hefe and hereafter. 
Come with me." 

» 

Leonard went with the Jesuit. They reached the 
Novitiate. The Jesuit led him tp the chapel. They 
knelt together. The Jesuit prayed aloud : Leo- 
nard's tears flowed fast and full: it was a fer- 
vent prayer of thanksgiving. Then he kissed the 
floor thrice, and rising, led the youth into the 
garden. 

And now — ^his features glowing with animation, 
radiant with a "heavenly" smile — ^the Jesuit poured 
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forth the balm of conscience. Nnmerons anecdotes he 
related to the point ; allillastrativeof ^ sndden graces " 
youchsafed to hardened sinners. How eloquently 
he expatiated on the ^ call " of De Bonce, the foiiii* 
der of La Trappe ! ^ In a manner/' sdd he, ^ yoa 
remind me of the blessed William Elphinston. He 
was a young nobleman of Scotch extraction, and a 
relative of King James. Bom in heresy, he con* 
tinned to live in it; but, enlightened with divine 
light, he began to see his errors, came to France, 
and, aided by a good Father of the Society, who was 
also a Scotchman, and still more by the prayers of 
the Blessed Virgin, he finally came to a knowledge 
of the truth, abjured his heresy, and became a 
Catholic, He then went to Rome, and^thenee to 
Naples, where he died prematurely, but not before 
he was admitted into the holy Society of Jesus, at 
bis earnest entreaties."* 

The Jesuit concluded. How gratifying it was to 
see the youth's consolation effected— to see him so 
.resigned, so calm, after that tempest! 

He did not say, exactly, *' What shall I do to be 
saved?" but he said, ^* I will repent, reform, and 
make amends for the past. Aid me, guide me, — do 
with me as God shall direct : I am ready." 

Instantly the Jesuit knelt and gave thanks. 
Then, rising, he assured him, in the name of God, 
that his offering was accepted, and that grace would 
be given him to accomplish the holy desires of his 
heart. 

* Fonndations of the Society of Jesns in Naples, lib. t. cap. 7. 
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How can we explain the causes of that calm, that 
hopeful rest I How are the words of man enabled 
to arrest grief — soothe the agony of the heart — 
change despair into hope ? Is it not, that the secret of 
imparting consolation is the humouring of the ruling 
passions of the heart, since we cannot uproot them ? 
And what humouring, what flattery, can compete 
with that which proves to us so clearly, incon- 
testably, that even our follies, and even our crimes, 
may cease to be evil if they are made to lead us to 
good ? To good I — that undefinable object of all our 
aspirations, — ^to which we must be impelled by some 
blind Instinct; for Reason is bewildered, when she 
sees the good of one heart the evil of another. 
And all, nevertheless, can jusUjy themselves,— can 
** give a reason for the hope that is in them ! " ... 

This irresistible flattery was brought to bear on 
Leonard Devigne: this changed his anguish into 
joy, — ^this transformed his " noon-day devil " into an 
" angel of light." 

But why did Leonard not mention his father's 
death and its ruinous consequences? Why did he 
not impart that affliction to the Jesuit? He did 
not^ however; and thus the Jesuit lost another field 
for his consoling powers. It would have been more 
candid^ however, if Leonard had disclosed the fact of 
his utter dereliction, , 

But, then, his auntt — ^yes, his aunt still offered to 
be his mother. .... 

In the garden the Jesuit continued to enter- 
tain bis pupil till the bell rang for dinner. 
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Stepping aside, he repeated devoutly to himself 
the ''Angelas," and then led his convert to the 
Refectory. 

The devout demeanour of the novices, sitting 
around : their downcast eyes — ^but still with cheerful, 
happy, contented looks — conspired to enhance that 
serenity which soothed his mind. 

The Header read a chapter from the work en- 
titled, '' The Difference between Temporal and 
Eternal." If its serious, awful thoughts, found 
associations in the convert's mind, the sensation 
produced was but a mingled pleasure-pain, which 
makes us pensive, not unhappy. 

After dinner. Father Fraser left the Novitiate : 
the Master of the Novices took charge of Leonard. 

The Jesuit's first visit was to a friend of the 
Society, at court ; who readily promised protection 
to Leonard, in the matter of the duel. Reassured 
on that score, he wrote to the English Provincial^ to 
report progress ; and then returned to the Novitiate 
in the afternoon, to prepare Leonard for his " Spi- 
ritual Betreat," which began on the following day. 

Having made all arrangements, and promising to 
return early in the morning, he proceeded to Mr. 
Breatons. 

His narrative of facts edified the father, interested 
the mother, but dismayed the daughter. Hel^i lelt 
a presentiment. 

" He is now in his Retreat," said the Jesuit; " it 
will last a week ; and may the grace of God confirm 
his fidth and repentance, so that he may come forth 
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to do honour to the cause of holy religion, — a 
worthy son of the Church ! " 

"We shall be most happy to see him again," 
said the mother. 

" We shall be delighted," added the father. 

Helen sighed : she spoke not. 

But the Jesuit did not say that Leonard was lost 
to her. No, he did not : still she sighed 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

THB KOnCB. 



Father Fraser to the Protincial of England, 

Vert Reverend Father, 

In my last letter, I gmre yoa a fall acooant 
of matters so proTideiitiallj erolying our cherished 
result. 

All sQoceeds to our utmost expectations. 

The Retreat has been most sacoessfbL 

The noTioe receired eommnnion this morning ; 
and is now, I feel confident, perfectly happy. 

His retreat was a sonrce of spiritual gratification 
to me. 

All progressed calmly, sweetly, soberfy. 

His determination, as it were a fixed idea that 
looked into futurity, carried him on, undazzled by- 
raptures ; unterrified by desolation. 

From this symptom, we haye reason to hope, 
without a single misgiving. 

Many a sudden conversion have I seen; it 
matters not Juno promoted, but all promised well at 
first. There were signs of an apostle — a Xavier 
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seemed to be forming. But the first days of exal-* 
tation were followed by depression ; then came doubts 
and fears; and then the novice, surprised by the 
devil, was robbed of his vocation, which perished 
miserably. 

Not so in the present case. 

Not so our novice. 

His energetic, calm will is centred in his fixed 
idea, which has now its spiritual, its holy impress : 
it is sanctified. 

I have studied him. 

I have examined and diligently weighed all the 
events of his life. What tenacity of purpose ill 
everything that he has undertaken ! These events 
fill but one year — ^but what events ! 

He became a disciple of that infernal Valremy. 
In a few months he equalled his master. He is 
allowed to have eclipsed him in company, excelled 
him in the delicacy of intrigue; and, but for our 
providential designs, he would have become as 
famous, or rather infamous, as his execrable master 
and corrupter. 

He is eminently cool - headed : the love of 
woman is not his passion. His intrigues resulted 
from vanity, the love of display, not mere appetence. 
Such a man will talk of beauty, enhance it by de- 
scription ; but he expresses not what he feels^ but 
only what he would have others feel, in order to 
enhance the idea of his fascinations, his power to 
win, his arnis to conquer. 

Cool-headedness enabled him to take his mea- 
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sores; keen observation suggested a copy to his 
features, his eyes, his voice, his manner; strong' 
perception seized on the point for attack : be struck, 
and conquered. 

These reflections have been suggested by his 
own lips detailing his past career, which he did with 
the greatest candour. I was filled with wonder. 

So much effected in so short a time ! 

But — and this is the man's paramount character- 
istic — his secrecy was most astounding. The afiair of 
Mile. Duplessis is the only exception : but that was 
a providential interposition, and of blessed results. 
All his other adventures have been carried on with 
such wonderful tact, such surpassing discretion, that 
we may almost say that the Tempter alone is the 
only enemy who can accuse him. 

We have indeed gained a great acquisition. 
His name^ his wealthy will be of due importance : 
they aid the holy cause. He is now of age. I have 
announced to him the death of his father. He 
received the intelligence in the proper spirit ; and 
writes to-day to his aunt, announcing his reso- 
lution. 

There was, of course, one slight difficulty — his 
acquaintance with Miss Brenton. I anticipated the 
difficulty, by succinctly explaining to him the mo- 
tives which led him to win the lady's affection — 
alluding to his conduct throughout the affair — 
insisting on the absence of all compulsion, on both 
sides, and concluded by assuring him that the lady 
would exult to resign to God, a heart which she 
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was incapable of filling, and give to religion a 
mind that would be rendered so efficient in the holy 
cause of salvation. 

Not thinking it expedient to take the matter 
entirely in my own hands, I advised him to write 
to her, explaining his motives. He has done so. 
I shall be the bearer of the letter this evening ; and 
will obviate, as much as possible, its effects in the 
lady. 

I have already secured the acquiescence of the 
mother. She acquiesced most readily ; and I sag* 
gested divine motives to sanctify the mere human 
feelings which seemed to prompt her very ready 
acquiescence. I need not assure you that her 
husband will cheerfully submit to the will of 
Heaven. 

Thus are we fairly in port : our barque safely at 
anchor. 

You will easily imagine all else that I would 
add, and that I remain, 

Very Beverend Father, 

Your most obedient very humble 

D. Fraser. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

00EHB8PONDEKCB. 



Mbs. Selina BAI.FOUR TO Mrs. Malcolm* 

Mt dear Friend, 

Tour reply to my last letter was rather stiff and 
frosty ; but yon see you hare not depriyed me of 
Christian charity. I was always devoted in my 
fiiendships, and never said hbek when I could pos- 
sibly imagine white; but I must confess that your 
wonderful cousin would make me forgive you any- 
thing. Tou didn't manufacture him at Bingwood 
Hall — did you ? Why, he 's the v6ry eighth won- 
der of the world. AU Paris is in an uproar about 
him. 

I alluded to his commencements in my last ; but his 
middles and endings have far eclipsed the first. He 
fascinated right and left — scattered stings of desire 
in a thousand hearts, which he did not condescend 
to bless. 

Your beautiful nephew went to Borne. Heaven 
only knows what else he did there ; but he made 
love to a pretty papist. No doubt she converted 
him for his pains, and with the aid of the celebrated 
Father Fraser. Well, he returned with her to 
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Paris. Meanwhile, a former rival challenges your 
nephew. They fight ; and — oh, your nephew's bril- 
liant star! — he disarms his enemy; the sword 
sticks in the ground by the hilt; the enemy falls 
upon it, and dies blaspheming. Tour nephew is 
horrified, thunderstruck, penetrated^ as they say in 
France, and is yery sorry. He goes home a true 
penitent, sends for a Jesuit, is now in the Novitiate, 
and, by the time I am converted, I hope he will be 
the first to hear my confession — ^the fine, noble fel- 
low, your admirable nephew. 

Everybody's mouth is full of your nephew just 
now ; and the affair of the duel is quite forgotten in 
the great manifestation. It is even said that the 
Queen of the French has ordered a grand mass of 
thanksgiving to be ofiered up on the holy conver« 
sion of your admirable nephew, Leonard Devigne, 
of Ringwood Hall, ci-devant Esq., now novice of the 
Society of Jesus ; and Heaven only knows what to 
be hereafter. They say the Jesuits expect plenty of 
money with your nephew ; but I hope good Mr. 
Devigne will last many years yet, for the sake of 
universal charity^ &c. &c. 

Hoping that this letter, at least, will interest you, 

believe me. 

Tour affectionate, 

Seuna Balfour. 

P.S. — I open the letter to say I have just been 
informed that the poor young lady whom Leonard 
was to marry has gone mad^ and has been taken to 
the Salpitrierel 



306 clap-trap. 

The Novice to Mrs. Malcolm. 

My dear Aunt, 

My father's sudden death has afflicted me greatly ; 
but it is most consoling to reflect that the grace 
which he received to embrace the truth was made 
efficient to lead him to eternal life. I pray for 
the repose of his soul, and shall continue to pray 
incessantly ; thus enabled to prove my gratitude to 
my dear father in death more than it was my lot to 
manifest during his life, ere God in his mercy called 
me to Him. 

Do not, my dear aunt, be indignant at my words. 
What I have done, I did in all sincerity, believing I 
did rightly : my conscience is at rest. I have em- 
braced the one true faith; and, earnestly praying 
that the same grace may be granted to you, whom I 
love more than ever, since I love you in Qod, 
Believe me ever to be, 

Your affectionate nephew, 

Leonard Devigne.* 
The Novice to Miss Brenton. 



Our good Father has announced to you the late 
events which have snatched me from the world to 
Heaven. 

* The Novice had added the ikct of his present position and deter* 
mination to enter the Society ; but he was ordered to strike out the 
announcement. It is also curious that he makes no dUusUm to hia 
aunt's letter » He is very cautious, eeemfngly ; Ae has not told dlU 
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I have endeayoared, and am endeavoaring, to 
remain faithful to the grace. 

You first imparted to me the truths of our holy 
religion — you it was who first began the work of my 
conversion ; and oh ! how thankful I am to you for 
that beginning, which was destined to be completed 
so rayishingly by the greatest blessings that Heaven 
can lavish on the heart of man — I mean the call to 
religion — ^a vocation to the state of perfection. 

Oh ! you will pray for me — ^you will pray that I 
may remain stedfast, that I may stand firm, and 
thus be enabled to retrieve my past life of worldli- 
ness, by leading others to repentance and to Gk>d. 

Should any worldly feeling induce you to repine 
at my step, oh ! think of what you once told me, 
that God alone can fill the heart, and He alone is 
worthy of its eternal raptures. Yes; you will exult 
at the fulfilment of your words — ^yes ; you will pray 
that I may be filled with that grace from above 
which is now all the desire of 

Your servant, 

Leonard Devignb. 



X 2 
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CHAPTER XV, 

THB BROKEN-HEARTED. 

** How has flhe passed the night?*' 

'' As usaal, doctor ; not qniet one moment Al- 
ways singing, langbing, crying, or talking to some 
one she fancies with her. It 's dreadfal to hear the 
poor 2ady« She won't touch a morsel of anything — 
and we haven't the heart to force her, poor dear 
sou]. One would as soon touch an angel. And 
sometimes I think she looks like one. • . • Listen ! 
She often sings that . . . ." 

A plaintive voice is heard : 't is poor Helen's. 

* 

" Haye I not prayed for my cruel love ? 
Yes; and I hope to meet him above : 
Come to me, dearest, and bear me away — 
Come to me, dearest, oh! do not delay." 

Poor soul ; see, now she kneels — oh ! how 
beautiful those melting eyes, gazing above — she 
fancies she sees something. See how she turns fol- 
lowing the vision. She 's going to speak — ^she sighs 
— her features change — they are convulsed — she 
falls to the floor. 'T is but for a moment. Pale 
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and hazard, she wrings her hands, tears her hair. 
But suddenly her anguish is at an end ; a ringing 
laugh is heard ; then her face crimsons ; her eyes 
dart fire ; her bosom heaves ; listen I She speaks — 

tf'Oh! such a death that I might die; 
My final gasp love's final sigh; 
What time the heart has dmak its bliss, 
And lips to lips still press the kiss; 
When all is known, and yet fbrget. 
What V is, oh, Gtodl or what 't is mi." 

See how she elasps her hands m the ecstacy of 
delight — and now she sighs and hums a merry 
tune. She begins to talk rapidly : — 

"Oh! you would like to see my love, would 
you? He's here — here in my breast: but you 
sha'n't see him — ^no, you Tl take him from me, like 
the bad Father, won't you? Promise me then? 
WeU,look! look!" 

She bares her breast. 

" Don't you see him ? Yes, you do ; wicked 
spirit. Yes, you do — ^my love is here — I '11 keep 
him warm— 

" Warm in the dew; 
Warm in the ndn ; 
Lest it pierce him thro' 
And giye him pain. 
Warm in the snow, 
Of the depths below ; 
Frost shaU not harm. 
Whom love can warm. 

" I '11 tell you a tale, good spirit Come, sit yon 
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down here. I'll not harm you — ^poor Helen is not 
wicked. Come, then, come, dear sweet spirit — so 
— so— close-— close to me. 



** WeU, I wandered in the Aj, 

Was a bird on high; 

And my wings Sew aftr, * 

To the fiuthe>t star. 

What a Jovrnej was that 

For the wings of a bat; 

I pas'd thro' a chmd. 

Like a winding shrood ; 

And liiglier I went. 

With my strength nnspents 

For I went for my loTe, » 

To the regions abore. 

And I came to a star, • 

Where the angels are ; 

T was a beantifnl place. 

And the Land of Gnu^ 

And I flapp*d my wing. 

And began to sing; 

For my Joy was great. 

At my happy ftte. 

Shall I teU thee why, 

TothatspotI'dSyt 

T was to bring to my lore 

From the realms above. 

As much as he 'd craye 

Of that land to have ; 

For, he said to me, lOTe, 

I 'm a-seeking above 

For the grace to be good ! 

For the grace to be good ! 

«0h! I'm cold — cold — cold. When will he 
come? To-night? Yes, yes, to-night, to-night, 
• • • . Stand off — ^touch him not. Fiend! he is 
my husband. Help I oh, help ! " 



HER SORROWS CLOSE IN DEATH. 311 

" Dear lady, how do you feel to-day ? " 

" Quite well, I thank you — quite well." 

"Will you not eat something?" 

" Thank you. I 'm not hungry yet." 

" You need rest ; will you not oblige us by going 

to bed ? You are so kind, I 'm sure you '11 go. 

Will you not?" 
"Bed — bed; oh, yes." 
(She sings.) 

" Oh! rest my spirit there 
From every care; 
How sweet *t wiU be. 
If I find bat thee; 
If I find but thee." 

The nurse led her to bed. She knelt and prayed, 
or seemed to pray. Suddenly she sank to the floor: 
she made an effort to rise, but in yain. The kind 
nurse helped her into bed. 

She asked her how she felt; the poor patient 
could not reply. 

She had lost her speech ! 

In this state she lingered about a week, rejecting 
all nourishment. The attempt to use force was too 
heart-rending to be repeated. 

Her sufferings became dreadful: spasms and 
convulsions distorted her features : she pined, and 
pined, till, on the fourteenth day of her confine- 
ment, her sorrows closed in death. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



THE 80K. 



Mr. Deyigne had been consigned to his grave. 
His temporal affairs had been pnt into the hands of 
those most concerned in their arrangement. 

Mrs. Malcolm was preparing to return to Scotland 
when Leonard's letter was delivered. How an- 
xioasly sbe expected an answer from her nephew ! 
How eagerly did she desire to see her nephew, in 
order to adopt him as her son, to make him the 
heir of all she had to bequeath, and thus console 
him, in some measure, for a disappointment so bitter 
to those who have expected a boon, without a single 
misgiving, and yet find their most sanguine hopes, 
at length, denied fulfilment. 

" I will take my Leonard," she would say to 
herself, — " I will take my Leonard with me, the last 
of our Protestant family. He will perpetuate the 
memory of those who preferred exile rather than 
betray their faith, and sin against conscience. God 
rewarded them with His approval. Yes, my 
nephew shall perpetuate the name which his father 
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has unhappily disgraced, by the cunning devices of 
Bomish wickedness, thus seduced into the crime of 
perfidy. Oh ! how the Evil One must deceive them, 
to make them see light where all is darkness — the 
darkness of guilt. For what craft have they not 
used to pervert my poor brother. His very heart's 
best affections they tortured to seduce his soul. 
Tes, I believe the woman. But she has deserved 
her sufferings. Those who lend themselves to deceit 
cannot complain if they are made the scape-goat to 
bear the malediction. 

•* When will my nephew write ? He cannot be 
long, now. Oh, what a disappointment for the 
poor boy ! And yet, am I not his mother? Will I 
Bot console him, and make him forget his misfor- 
tune?" 

It was whilst engaged with these reflections that 
the two letters before given were delivered to Mrs. 
Malcolm. 

" At last !" she exclaimed ; *' God be thanked ! my 
nephew is near me. I shall be no longer alone. 
Comfort of my old age ! Pride of my heart ! For 

he shall grow wiser and good Mercy ! No, 

no. What ! Donald again ! Leonard tumedpapw^/ 
Oh, merciful Heaven, grant me strength ! Have I 
lived to see the day ? 

" I '11 go and snatch him from the gates of perdi- 
tion. I '11 go myself." 

A flood of tears relieved her full heart ; her reso* 
lution was ■ taken. But Leonard had given no 
address. Still she resolved to discover his abode. 
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wherever it might be. She opened Mrs. Balfour^s 
letter. Indignation added to the feelings agitating 
her breast. Disgusted thongh she was with the 
flippant style of the letter, still she was glad that 
the lady had written, since that lady might direct her 
to her nephew. 

She set off on the following day. Arrired in 
Paris, she went directly to Mrs. Balfour's address. 
The desired interview, so unexpected on the part 
of Mrs. Balfour, was readily granted. 

" What, my old friend ! Why, I 'm ravished to 
see you; but you seem sad. Oh! I see — your 
nephew. But really, my dear friend, don't let that 
disturb you. For my part, I think it a mercy to 
have a little excitement now and then. To be sure, 
it 's very annoying to think that these Jesuits will 
run riot in Protestant gold hereafter ; but what 's to 
be done. There 's no resisting the clever fellowd. 
They can filch your very heart out of you, let alone 
your purse. But you are in mourning, my friend ? " 

'^ Pardon me, Mrs. Balfour. I have troubled 
you with a visit to ask one favour from you." 

" Name it, my dear friend, I 'm all in all to my 
friends ; never so happy as when I can serve them ; 
name it, 't is granted." 

"Will you tell me where I shall find my 
nephew?" 

" Oh, ho ! what ! you intend to give us a winding- 
up scene. Oh ! that 's glorious. I admire your 
spirit. You are right, my friend. The men give 
way, we women should give battle. Let's assert 
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our rights, and reform the world ; purge out society, 
purify religion, and banish the Jesuits, — those raven* 
ous wolves in sheep's clothing. You 're right ; have 
at 'em. Now, this is beautiful. I 'm in ecstacies. 
Oh, yes ; I can tell you where you '11 find your 
nephew. My old footstool, Count Poodle, as I call 
him, knows where everybody lives in Paris. I; 
expect him here every moment. Oh, here he is." 

The Count entered, bowing to the ladies. He 
was introduced to Mrs. Malcolm. 

" My dear Count," said Mrs. Balfour, " the afiair 
of young Devigne, you remember. Mrs. Malcolm 
is his aunt." 

" Vraiment ! Oh, it 's killing. My dear madam. 
It's epigrammated, epic, episodic, tragic, melo- 
dramatic. It 's all the rage, all the fury ; — a most 
entrancing uproar. Gad! madam, everybody is 
obliged to your nephew. He has quite revived us. 
We were dying for a blaze. Now we 're all up» 
Twenty epigrams have been published, two episodes; 
our magnificent, prodigious, and sentimental poet, 
£lecampine, is engaged on an epic ; the inexhausti- 
ble Macedonian is spinning a tragedy, and, out of the 
istray remnants thereof, he intends to fling off a 
melodrama. See what glorious excitement your 
heroic nephew has produced ! Permit me to sit 
down, ladies;" concluded the Count, quite ex« 
hausted, and fanning himself with his handkerchief. 

It must be evident that Mrs. Malcolm was exces- 
sively annoyed. Mrs. Balfour was *' ravished" of 
course ; she said, — 
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** Do, Count, describe the dmA^woem once ni<Nre. 
I want my firiend to see how yon can enter into the 
thing. BelieTC me, my firiend, the Coant is another 
Tahna; yon *11 be raTished." 

^ Excuse me, Mrs. Balfour, you can earily sup- 
pose that I am ill at ease. I would not interfere m 
your merriment, but sadness suits me best just now. 
If your firioid can giro me the information I need^ 
I will disembarrass you of my presence, for I foel 
that I must be a burthen.** 

Mrs. Malcolm spoke so touchingiy, that her gay 
firiend could torment her no longer* She said, — 

*^ Count, can you tell my friend where she may 
find her nephew ? " 

^ Oh, certainly. I'll escort her myself; should be 
most happy to protect her in case of Tiolence ; for 
belieTC me, madam, these Jesuits are terrible feUowa; 
but I '11 put a Tcto on them any time. Will yoa 
honour me with your arm T" 

Suiting the action to the word, the Count rose^ 
but Mrs. Malcolm said, — 

^ I am obliged for your offer, but I need no pro* 
teetion except that of the Almighty. Give me the 
address, if you please." 

'^ Certainly, madam.** 

*' Write it, if you please ; my memory is unsteady ; 
my thoughts will get the uppermost." 
. The Count wrote the address on a card, which 
he handed to Mrs. Malcolm, adding : — 

'^ I hope you will favour us with an account of 
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the interview^ madam. We shall die of impatience 
till we see you again." 

Mrs. Malcolm made no reply, but hastily took 
leave of Mrs. Balfour and the Count, and started 
for the Novitiate. 

She found the house with some difficulty. She was 
admitted by the porter. 

In a few minutes one of the Fathers entered, and 
bowed to Mrs. Malcolm. She began : — 

" I beg the favour of an interview with Leonard 
Devigne, my nephew." 

*^ I fear, madam, that your wish cannot be com- 
plied with at present. The regulations of the house 
interdict the indulgence which we would otherwise 
be most happy to grant." 

" But, sir, I have come to France for this express 
purpose. I have important questions to ask my 
nephew. Surely there can be no harm in my seeing 
him but for five minutes. This is all I wish. I only 
want to know if he is happy." 

^' Oh, on that score, madam, you may rest satis- 
fied ; he is quite happy." 

'^ But, sir, excuse me; I must be assured of that 
from his own lips. Why should you fear to let me 
see him?" 

" Fear I madam, — there is no fear^" retorted the 
Jesuit, pointedly, but politely. 

'* But there is fear, sir ; there must be fear where 
eraji triumphs." 
• *^ Excuse me, madam ; you are excited." 

^ I admit it ; and have I not enough to excite 
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me ? Hare you not insulted — dishonoured the name 
of my fathers — insulted my religion — ^perverted my 
son— my brother — and now my nephew? Is not 
this enough to excite me ? But I insist on seeing 
my nephew. I '11 appeal to the authorities of the 
land. They'll enable me to see justice. Will you, 
or will you not, grant the interview?" exclaimed 
Mrs. Malcolm, firmly. 

The Father requested her to wait a moment, 
promising to bring an answer. He left the room. 
A consultation ensued : it was decided not to grant 
the interview. "But," said the Superior to Father 
Fraser, ^'go and announce the refusal, and pacify 
the lady. Perhaps further success is in store 
for us." 

The Superior's look and manner, as he uttered 
these words, inspired confidence, and forcibly ap« 
pealed to the man's vanity, or the Jesuit's spiritual 
ambition. The "merit" of Leonard's conversion 
was his ; he had conquered the nephew, — might he 
not subdue the aunt? Had he not already and 
often tested the charm of his eloquence on woman, 
on many a difficult occasion? Always ready, 
always self-possessed — ^be gladly obeyed the com- 
mand. Prepared for the worst, he hoped for the 
best, and opened the door to enter, with persuasion 
on his lips. 

At the sight of the venerable lady, her grey hair 
partially dishevelled on her brow, tears streaming 
from her eyes, poignant grief in every lineament of 
her face. Father Fraser stood, and gazed in sudden 
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terror ; his lips parted — eager to utter a name long 
consigned to oblivion. 

"Donald! 

"Mother! 

The mother and her son were together once more. 

The mother and son, long lost, gazed on each 
other, gasping, unable to speak. The mother's 
arms stretched towards her son, inviting a son's 
fond embrace. 

He stood motionless. 

She rushed forward, embraced him tenderly, 
exclaiming,— 

" My Donald ! my son ! Is it not to console me 
that you are come 1 -Oh, bless me now, my son! I 
am wretched— desolate! Yes — you will repent for 
the past. God will forgive you. I will love you as 
fondly as ever. My sod, bless your afflicted 
mother, and God will bless you for ever." 

The Jesuit made no reply ; he was regaining his 
self-possession. The mother began to feel his 
coldness. 

"What! my son, silent? Why is your heart 
voiceless? Do you not love your mother ?" 

She disengaged her arms, stepping back, but 
still gazing on her obdurate son. 

With eyes downcast, he solemnly said, — 

" Mother, the will of God has been accomplished 
in me. I have obeyed the call of Heaven. Where- 
fore was I born, but to seek, and find, and obey 
that crying voice which commands us to leave all 
in order to gain all — that all, eternal life ? Bitter is 
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the pang to those whom nature inclines us to lore ; 
but Christ overcame nature, and commands as to 

do likewise I have remembered yon, mother : 

my prayers for yon have ascended without ceasing. 
I hare not ceased to lore you ; I lore yon still ; and 
may that lore enable me to console yon now and for 
erer. I am ready to die, if my death would ensure 
your salvation, for which I constantly pray*" 

Mrs. Malcolm had listened with difficulty to this 
address : the heart of the mother was chilled ; the 
allusion conveyed in the last sentence fired her 
indignation. She was herself again. 

*^ Wretched man!" she exclaimed; "then yoa 
are confirmed in guilt ! You have gprown bald in 
your iniquity, to blast my aged eyes with the sight 
of those rags that cloak the sons of Belial ! Fortify 
me, oh Lord God of my fathers ! . . . . Would that 
you had died in the womb, mother's shame as you 
are! — ^your fathers murderer! and now, what? 
Yes, Fraser is the name — you are the man. Yoa 
have pierced your mother's heart with endless 
anguish. From the moment of your transgression, 
I have not ceased to weep, to pray for you ; but 
God hath rejected you, — ^you were uaworthy a 
mother's prayers. You had steeped your soul in 
the dregs of wicked cunning — Satan's own arts; 
God had nothing in you. 

^' I adopted your cousin, the last remnant of our 
fiimily; and you, the son of my own breast, with 
blackest envy, envied God his soul. Yon have 
perverted him. Oh God ! and you made him for- 



AX ANNOUNCEMENT. 32 t 

swear himself. You have deprived a poor girl of. 
her senses, to howl in the wilderness of the heart, 
and curse your evil deeds. Yes, Fraser is the 
name ; and you are the man. Why did I not think 
of my son when I read the name ? The thought 
would have killed me. But now I am strengthened. 

"Well, you have succeeded: you have secured 
your prey, — secured it through horrible anguish. 
God bring you to repentance ! I have done with 
sorrow now : the greatest is come. My eyes have 
beheld the depth of woe. I shall now be at rest 
till God calls me away. I leave you. I would not 
see my nephew now; no, — I leave my cause in the 
hands of God. If God deems him worthy of mercy. 
He will touch his young heart. Tell him,— yes, tell 
him that his aunt pities him, bewails his fall, and 
will receive him, should he repent. No, — ^you will 
not tell him that ; you fear to lose your prey ; but 
I tell you, you will be disappointed in your greatest 
hopes, — ^the hopes that make you so eager to entrap 
the sons of the wealthy. Yes, you will be disap- 
pointed. Leonard is not worth one farOdng; his 
&ther*8 estates are mortgaged for more than they 
are worth. So perhaps you'll reject him now. If 
sOy send him to his aunt — ^his mother. I shall 
strive, with God, to make him worthy of the name 
which you have disgraced, and, with a mother's 
curse upon you, will disgrace for ever !" 

Mrs. Malcolm retired : the Jesuit left the room, 
and gave a circumstantial account of the interview 
as calmly as if he had seen a panorama ; for after 

Y 
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the first shocky he completely recovered his self- 
possession, and listened to his mother's awful dennn* 
ciations without evincing the slightest impatience; 
his eyes downcast, his hands crossed apon his breast, 
his attitude that of a statue,— cold, cold as its solid 
marble. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

CONCLUSION. 

A FEW words will bring this narrative to a con- 
clusion. 

The unexpected announcement respecting Mr. 
Devigne's bankruptcy was a shock to the Jesuits ; 
but they did not on that account reject his son, 
as Mrs. Malcolm imagined they would ; Leonard 
Devigne was a mine of wealth in himself: they 
had not erroneously computed the wealth he would 
produce, when " skilfully handled." 

He realized their most sanpine expectations. 

Eight years after his admission into the Society, 
his career began with a brilliant conversion. 

Since then; his success has been unparalleled in 
the annals of Jesuitism in England. 

His comely person, elegant address, fascinating 
manners, carry all before him: his heavenly look, 
when in the pulpit, is itself a conquering argument ; 
but the music of his voice — ^the subtlety of his per- 
suasive eloquence ! No sjrren ever charmed so wisely. 

He is the perfect man of the world rendered 
divine by all the spiritualities of Jesuitism. How 
fertile in resources ; how inventive his penetrating 
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genius ! What mind of ^ heresy^ can he not first 
entice, then dazzle, persnade, conyinoe? 

And has he not realized all his hopes — ^his noiic^t- 
fitd hopes and desires? Has he not verified the 
Jesuit's and the astrologer's predictions ? 

And is he not happy I 

And does he not sometimes think of Helen? 

And again, it is asked, is he not happy ? • • . • 

Did not Yalremy strive to forget himself in his 
awful excesses ? And may not a holy man — a pions 
man — z, Jesuit — console himself by the business of 
"religion?" 

It is amongst the rich, the great, the learned, 
that Father Devione has pitched his camp ; and 
ever and anon, some choice remnant of Luther's 
time-honoured Protestantism clanks the chains so 
sweetly and gently riveted by this incomparable 
Jesuit. 

He flourishes 

Mile. Duplessis was permitted by Providence, 
to undergo a severe affliction ; but her strong heart 
and enlightened mind stood the trial, firm to the 
last, and blessed with consolation. 

The fatal secret which had been likely to com- 
jpromise her happiness, was at last revealed — ^involv- 
ing her father's disgrace. 

M. Duplessis was the Procurator of the Jesuits. 
He managed all their " temporal concerns." Hav- 
ing been recommended to them as a clever, shrewd 
man of business, they had eagerly enlisted him into 
their service. 
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It is the fatal lot of all canning to be self-daped 
at last. The shrewd Jesuits were duped by the 
shrewder Dnplessis. He played his part most skil* 
folly. Permitting oertain excusable weaknesses to 
appear in his conduct, which he humbly admitted 
and bewailed, he concealed from the Jesuits the 
most extravagant enormities — sufficient to justify 
Valremy's assertion as to his profligacy. He 
secretly maintained a splendid establishment, and 
indulged in the vices of the most depraved nature* 
Jesuit money supplied the means. He falsified 
accounts, overcharged, robbed his employers, for 
the space of three years, undetected. 

Gramont, who was everywhere, in accordance with 
his vocation, suspected, detected, and accused the 
thief; but promised secrecy, " with ulterior views." 
The proposal to the hand of Mile. Dnplessis, an 
heiress, soon followed, and the daughter was to be 
sacrificed on the altar of a father's guilt. We have 
seen how that doom was averted. But at length 
the rogue was detected : he fled the country. 

Adele came forward and paid the amount of the 
embezzlement — about eight thousand pounds. 

She stifled her grief at a father's disgrace by 
liberally supplying his wants, and maintained him 
in competence, afar from the scene of his dishonour. 

Meanwhile, confirmed in the religion which she 
had conscientiously embraced, she continued her 
works of charity — a mother to all the children of 
afiUction. 

A few years since she was married to a Protestant 
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clergyman of Evangelical principles — a man of sin- 
cere piety, extensive acquirements, refined taste, and 
elegant manners. Her early dreams were realized. 
Why shoidd not all onr hopes be blessed with the 
fidfilment, if they be founded on the heart's upright- 
Bess? If we hope in aeoordanoe with tibe aims of 
ProTidence, we are guaranteed the eonsolations of 
Heaven in the appointed success. That hope which 
does not descend firom above, is but the decatfiil 
mask of despair. 

Miss Benbow, aldo, was rewarded for her filial 
piety. She was happily married to an English 
nobleman ; and the nabob had the gratification to 
enjoy his ** hammock " under the happy roof of his 
son and daughter : '* the patriarchs of twelve tribes,** 
as he hoped, are likely to arise. 

These pleasant realizations must be somewhat 
saddened by the remembrance of our most revered 
friend, the unfortunate and sorely-tried Mrs. Mai-* 
coIbi. 

This excellent lady retired to Scotland on her own 
property. Chastised by her sorrows and disappoint- 
ments^ she gave herself entirely to the practice of 
piety, and shared her means with the poor. 

Seeking peace and rest, she studiously avoided 
«very topic that could remind her of the dismal past. 
To the fiiture, from the present, she looked forward 
hopefully, prayerfully — her trust in the Bedeemer 
ever firm and consoling. 

If her sincere and just indignation on many occa* 
nous has induced some of our readers to pass the * 
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same condemnation on Mrs. Malcolm as was so 
unfeelingly expressed by her irreverent brother,— * 
her severe trials, her unequal position, must extenu- 
ate, if not entirely excuse, her heartful religious feel- 
ings. Does she not represent the condition of pure 
Protestantism— of heartfelt religion — ^in the present 
day ? Pressed on all sides by the phalanx of error, 
Iiow csould she conquer? Alt she was herself un-^ 
shaken ; she did^ not conquer, because *^ her king- 
dom was not of this world/' The superficial, arti- 
ficial, flimsy mind will not sympathize with oar 
respected friend, for the same reason that the scribe 
and pharisee shunned the Bedeemer, or sought him 
only to propose their puzzling questions. They 
were humbled for their presumption ; but still they 
triumphed perversely at last ; their perverse hearts 
were permitted to witness the awful " end." 

The Jesuits, and all those who side with them, 
may thus exult at the issue ; but the only represen- 
tative of Religion in the conflict which we have 
witnessed, was more blessed by that calm, placid 
hopefulness and resignation, which, piercing the veil 
of futurity, could suggest and inspire the words of 
faith, " Thy will be done." 

The triumph of craft is for this world : that of 
truth and sincerity for the next. God is the God 
of both : His long-sufiering is not a proof of His 
approval. 

At her death, which happened ten years after that 
of her brother, Mrs. Malcolm left a few legacies to 
her husband's relatives, equally dividing the pro- 
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perty which she had received firom him : bat her 
own patrimony — ^the property which her Protestant 
ancestors had brought to this country — was be- 
queathed to be funded for the support of Protestant 
schools for the poor, and an idmshouse for poor 
widows. 

She desired that a simple stone might be raised- 
to her memory, inscribed with her married and 
maiden name, ending with the words — 

"fE^t 'iMt of a y totestant JpamllB. 
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their religious exercises and manners, in private and together; and depicts* with eonsiderable 
aculeness and power, the conOicls of an intelligent, susceptible, honest-porposed spirit, while 
passing through such a process. * * * * If our readers should be disposed to possess tbemsdves 
of this volume, it will be their own fault if it be profitless.*'— ^/i/wA Quarterly Review, 

» 

** A more remarkable work it has seldom been our fortune \o peruse. We hear and read mudi 
of the Quietism and Passive Obedience inculcated amongst the Jesuit body ; but here we become 
person^ spectators of these principles in action. * * * * Mr. Steinmeti appears to be a most 
remarkable character. He may be received as an unbiassed witness. * * * * We repeat it, 
Mr. Steinmetz's book is most valuable ; earnest and truthful in its tone, and extremely Interesting 
in its detail.*' — Aew Qtuxrterly Review. 

** This is as singular a book of its kind as has appeared since Blanco White's * Letters of 
Doblado,' with the advantage of dealing with the Jesuits in England, instead of Popery in Spain. 
* It will be found a very curious woik." — Spectator, 



* * 



** If it be desirable to know what is that mode of training by which the Jesuit system prepares 
its novices for their duties, this is the book to inform us, for it is a chronicle of actual experieim. 
* * * * The work of Mr. Steinmelz is throughout marked by great fairness; * * *^ he neiilier 
conceals nor exa^erales. He reveals much which a writer less devoted to truth would have 
carefully hidden : a spirit of candour pervades the whole narrative. * * * * Could we know the 
experience of other novices, we should find that all have undergone, with more or less of intensity, 
the process so vividly described in this volume. The grand object of this course of training is lo 
make the novices obedient slaves of the society. To that they must give up their property, their 
talents, their thoughts, their lives, their souls. * * * The volume is of unquestionable aath<Nrity. 
" * * "^ It is written in an extremely animated style. The author's thoughts are original, and the 
passages relating to his personal history and feelings are agreeably introduced, and add to the 
interest of his narrative. It is a sufficient proof of his accuracy, that though Uie Jesuits have 
many pens employed in this country, not one has been hardy enough to impugn a sentence (tf bis 
statements.*' — Britannia, 

" Mr. Sleinmetz writes a most singular and interesting account of the Jesuit seminary, and his 
way of life there. * * * * He seems to be a perfectly honest and credible informer, and his testi- 
mony may serve to enlighten many a young devotional aspirant who is meditating 'submission' to 
Rome, and the chain and scourge systems. There is nothing in the least resembling invective in 
the volume." — Morning Chronicle, 

" At a time when Jesuitism seems to be rising once more, any work on this subject comes very 
opportunely. How the writer became a meinber of this mysterious body gives a key .to the 
character of the man himself, and the spirit of his book. * '^ * * His narrative is well written, 
and as interesting as we expected." — TFeekly Chronicle, 

« An unvarnished account of the Jesuits' College at Stonyhurst, its discipline and routine of 
observances and customs : of these we have the most minute details, and the whole is a faithful 
picture of a remarltable condition of life. * * * * From this curioos book you may form some 
idea of the Jesuits and their course of proceeding." — Literary Gazette. 

" This is a curious volume, of no little interest and eloquence, written by a scholar and an 
enthusiast."— ^//oj. 

*< There is internal evidence that this is a genuine narrative,, and a very singular one it is ; fall 
of very curious and striking matter." — Globe, 

" The work has all the interest of a romance, and yet we do not believe that any portion of it is 
fictitious. * * * The author writes well, and evinces a strong and disciplined mind. The picture 
he draws of Jesuitism is a fearful one. The reader will find abundant matter for grave conside- 
ratioii in this most singular and striking volume." — ^okn Bull. 

" The volume presents a true and valuable picture of Jesuit education in England, and on that 
ground every Protestant will find the volume worthy of an attentive perusal." — British Church^ 
man. 

" It forms valuable, additional, and Interesting testimony against a society whose establishment 
is about to be legalized in this country, to the great joy of the Romanists and the Tractarians." — 
Church and State Gazette. 

"The descriptions given in this volume, though calmly and dispassionately written, are startling 
enough; and coming from a perfectly honest and credible man, they will command at least 
respectful attention." — Magnet. 
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" A very timely and sool-thriUiog volame, of the deepest interest, and oontaining important 
information on Tarious weighty topics. It abounds in incident and admonition.*' — Wesley an 
Methodist Magazine. 

'< At a time when the attention of every Christian man must be directed to the amazing mis- 
sionary spirit now manifested by the Church of Rome, especially by means of the oi^er of 
Jesuits, and when the faith of some weaker minds has been, perhaps, in some instances staggered 
at the perversion to its faith of many, eminent for their learning in the wisdom of this world — 
though to the advanced Christian the cause of their stumbling is evident and unmistakeable, viz. 
their spiritual blindness upon the great points of true scriptural Catholicity ; — at such a time we 
give our hearty welcome to the volume before us. '^ * * * There is no doubt it is a genuine 
book, and that its contents may be relied on. There is no appearance of a wish to < set down 
aught in malice.' **— Hampshire Guardian. 



" He is the first who appears to exhibit the Jesuits and their course of instruction, as they are, 
and neith<;r as angels nw as devils, acocHrding as passion or prejudice may suggest * * * * 
Perhaps enough has been said to induce a reference to the work itself, which we think ought to 
become more generally known ; as we are not aware of any of its revelations in reference to the 
illegal society of English Jesuits having ever before been made." — Renfrewshire Advertiser. 

"•As might be expected it is quite a peep behind the scenes ; vividly and minutely detailing 
the treatment which makes a Jesuit ; and will, we are persuaded, be read with great interest, 
especially as bearing upon the proceedings of Jesuitism in this country. * * * * ** — Derbyshire 
Advertiser. 

'* It is well worthy of perusal. * * * * It is especially useful at the present day when the 
society is making such efi'orts to extend its operations even in England, where, * muiBled ' as its 
members are, their traces are distinctly seen." — Sunderland Times. 

*' 'The Novitiate' is a very interesting account of how the Jesuits manage matters in the 
present day ; and, indeed, the means they employ seem admirably calculated for the end in view. 

* * * * The style of the work gives us a favourable opinion of its author's learning and abilities." 
— Liverpool Mercury. 

" Few publications of the present day exceed in interest this autobiography of twelve months. 

* * * * By this volume, that which has hitherto been considered as a sealed book— the manage- 
ment of a Roman Catholic college under the direction of the Jesuits — is now thrown open to the 
world, and a perusal of its pages will raise other feelings in the human breast than that of mere 
curiosity." — Plymouth Herald. 

** We have perused with more than ordinary ardour the volume before us, whose author admits 
us into the very school-room of Jesuitry, and informs us on subjects of a most interesting kind." 
•"Bristol Journal. 




powerfully 

respecting the operations 

" This is an unique and a startling book. It contains a narrative of the actual life of the 
author, and bears- within it evident marks of accuracy and (AimeBS."— Reading Mercury. 

• 

" This is a strange book. Its matter is full of curious details, which, if authentic, are stranger 
still. There is'considerable tact manifested by the author in classifying details, with not a little 
ingenuity and liveliness of manner in giving his impressions." — Sheffield Iris. 

<< This is one of the most extraordinary books published within the last quarter of a century. 
The book is written in a truthful and honest spirit. " * * * We feel assured that in giving this 
book to the worki his only wish was to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth." 
— Hull Advertiser. 

" The work has all the interest of a romance, and yet we do not believe that any portion of it 
is fictitious." — Dover Chronicle. 

" * The Novitiate ' will be like to interest a numerous class of readers." — Bristol Mercury, 

** A more remarkable work than the one before us has not recently been given to the worid. 
* * * * To every Protestant we recommend this volume." — Yorhshireman. 

** This is a somewhat singular but striking narrative. * * * * This book most be read with 
profound curiosity." — Doncaster Chronicle. 



OPINIONS OP THE PRESS— cow/^uMf. 



** Tbii is altogether a very extraordinary book, and one that we sbonld like to see pat into 
eitensive drcnlation. * * * * It is written throughout with great Tigoor and freshness, and 
evinces much sincerity of purpose in the author, as well as a high state of moral and intellectoal 
culture." — Rochester Gazette. 

'■ We may say at once, it has fully answered our expectations.*' — Bath fferald. 

** An account of his * Novitiate ' is contained in the very remarkable book before us, by one 
whose mind is evidently of no ordinary eharaoter. * * * * It is a kuiory, written by a man of 
•ingnlar mind, and its facts are the important part of it We heartily commend Mr. Steinmeb's 
earnest and truthful book." — Cambridge Chronicle, 

" The book before us is a highly interesting one. The deseriptioB bean the imprett oT candid 
truth.*— Z^rdlr Times, 

" The work is well written and well timed, and the Jeeuila of the present day, their views aotf 
their objects, the author has ably brought under notioe."-->iDfr^Atre Comrier, 

« Though it does not follow the examples of Michelet, Eugene Sue, or even Banke, lyAiiblgD^, 
and Quinet, it is, nevertheless, an extraordinary book. * * * * The author is a man evidentlj 
well read and of strong feelings. * * * * He is possessed, we believe, of great talent and ^reai 
sinoerity.*'—- />CTroN|Porf Independent. 

" This is, indeed, an extraordinary book, whether we consider the subject treated, or the 
eharaoter of the writer, and the opportunities he has had of forming his opinion by a knowledge 
of facts, which it is not In the power of all to gain.**— AfancAe«/er AdvertUer, 

" This * personal* narrative contains Information not to be elsewhere met with, and informa- 
tion which, being a narrative of * personal * experience, may be relied upon to an extent which 
essayic or theoretical writing cannot claim to be. * * * * It goes much farther than any other 
work of its dass in opening up the heart, &c. We can recomi^end its perusal to our readers.*'— 
Birmingham Advertiser. 

** This is altogether a most remarkable book, whether it l>e regarded in the revelation — the 
minute dissection, as it were, of an individual mind of extraordinary power and capacity, — or as 
the exposure of a system. * * * * We shall be happy to meet with Mr. Stoinmetz again in the 
ranks of authorship ; he has evidently much in him, and would be sure to writo tluit which b 
worthy of perusal and reflection.** — Kentish Independent, 

" This extraordinary book comes upon us in the very nick of time. * * * * Let the able writer 
speak.'* — Cheltenham Journal. 

<* To all those who have not already perused it we would recommend it, as it gives an authentic 
account of interesting facts connected with the great controversy of the day.*' — Oxford Umver- 
sity Herald. 

" The history of the author^s mind during these changes, its exaltathms and depressfons, its 
progress from darkness into light, is detailed with admirable deamess and vigour, and bears on 
the face of it the stamp of truth ; for it would be infinitely more difficult to simulato the mental 
process through which Mr. Steinmetz*s mind passed, than to narrate the real facts. Indeed, if 
tbik narrative be an invention — and we admit that, as far as the penances and mortifications at 
Stonyhurst are concerned, the book seems more like a history of some monastic establishment of 
the elgihtoenth century than a narrative of actual occurrences in the ninetoentii, tmd in England 
— we say that if the book be an invention, its author must rank at the head of living flctionists. 
'^ * * * We have furnished no idea of the interest involved in Mr. Steiamets's wwk."— 
Scotsman. 
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THE BET. DR. CBOLY. 



Their characters and influence on the ages in which they lived, con- 
sidered in connection with the Christian dispensation. To form a series 
of three separate and independent volumes. The first, treating of the 
Patbiabchs, is in preparation. 
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NEW WOEK BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE NOVITIATE-" 

THS JB8UZT IN THS FAMIIiV. 

By Andrew Stbinmbtz, Author of ''The Novitiate ; or, a Year among 
the English Jesuits," 1 vol. post 8vo. {nearly ready^ 



AUTOBIOGBAPHY OF A NEGBO SUVE. 

liZFS AND ADVENTURES OF gAIIIBA, 

An Afirican Negro Chief* Written by himself. 1 vol. post 8vo. 

(nearly ready.) 



MB. G. P. B. JAMES. 

OASTIiE OF EHRENBTEZN, 

A Romance, by 6. P. R. Jambs, Esq., 3 vols, post 8vo. (Jvst ready.) 
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MB. LEIGH HUNT.' 

, "WOMEM, AND BOOKS: 

A GoLLBCTiON OF EssATs, by Leigh Hunt, 2 vols, post 8vo. 

(very ehortly.) 



NEW NOVEL 

IKTHZM AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 

3 vols, post 8vo. 



(Jtut ready.) 
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SIB JOHN HEBSCHEL'S 

OBSEBVATZONS ZN THE SOUTHEBN IZEMZSFHEBE. 

Made during a recent residence at the Cape of Good Hofb. 
In one volume, royal 4to. Illustrated by numerous Plates. 
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8AVAOS litFE AND 80SNB8 IN AU9TRAXiIA AND 



BeinK an Artist's impressions of Countries and People at the Antipodes. 
By Gbokoe French Angas^ Esq. In two vols, post 8vo., with 
numerous Illustrations. 

^ These ar* tw» vohunos of good artisUosl descriptian, wlk wnck af finer slapl» tha» 
tfce tttfe-page promises. Mr. Angas obserred nature hi the Saothem iiemiipbere wflh « 
painter's eye, and has thrown much poetical feeling into his impressions of it." — 
Mornxtig Chronicle. 

"He has not the bias or coarseness of many who have gone out to the antipodes; he 
has a better taste^ in same sense a more cultivated miad, and is liflad above the atmo- 
sphere of Colonial partisanship/' — Speetator. 

<* Already favourably known to the public, both as an artist and an author, Mr. Aingas 
has fully confirmed every expectancy by his new publication. Generally speaking, we 
might say it was artistical and descriptive, picturesque and poetical, did we not fear that 
these epithets might mislead the reader iato an impression ttiat il was not at the same 
time curiout in actual observation and /aitlj/ul m detailt*' — IMerary Gazette^ 

**Mr. Angas has prodvoed a very interesting woric, and iSoslrated tt with sketiShes 
which da mocb oifdil lo his abiUiy in his praCessioo/'^rAa BrUmmtkt^ 

*< After a careftil reading of these two volumes, we pronooace them, without any hesi- 
tation, to afford on the whole the most failbful pictnris of savage iife in Australia and Mew 
Zealand yet published." — Weekly Chronicle, 
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LEIGH HUNT'S SELECTIONS FROM THE ENGUSH POETS, 

BXBXPXI9T2V6 

I. IBCAaiNATXON AND FANCY. 
II. VOT AND HVMOtm. 

Bach Tdume Is complete in Itself, and preceded by an Sasay illustratiTe 
of the qnalities respectively exemplilted in the selections ; the best paas- 
ages are marked and commented upon by Mr. Leigh Hunt, who also 
cbaractoicea each author. Bovnd in dothy vrlth gilt edges^ price 
10s. 6d. each. 

OpMom 9f the Prem, on \f it ahd Hithoitr^ 

<* The design 9I this deligbtfol series eiteada beyond a ooBectian «f elegant extracts, 
Yhife it oanoLines the best features of such collections. The two volumes already 
published are precisely the books one would wish to carry for companionship on a 
journey, or to have at hand when tired of work, or at a loss what to do for want of it. 
They are selections of some of the best things some of our best authors have said, 
accompanied with short but delicate exposilioBS aad eBforeemenls of thair beanlicab- 
They are truly most genial, agreeable, and social books." — Examiner. 

**Tlus is really a deUghtfulvohmie, forming a proper eomptemenl and oompanien to its 
predecessor on * Imagination and Fancy.' Each of them gives us the best passages of the 
best writers, in their respective kinds, illustrated by one who will himself leave no mean 
remembrance to posterity, in the spirit of genial criticism, informed by a delicate faculty 
of discrimination. What more could literary epicures desire ?" — Morning Chronicle, 

" If we were to choose the subject and the author of a fireside feook lor tha long wHMer; 
evenings, we should certainly call some such volume as this into existence. The reader 
will look for exquisite things in this book, and he will find a great deal more than be looks 
for in the prodigal resources opened up in its p^ges. Il is the very essence of the sunniest 
qualities from English poets." — Atlas. 

" There is something genial in the very titie of this volume ; and it does not belie its 
title. * Wit and Humour,' forms a pendant to * Imagination and Fancy,' by the same 
author. A like design is en^ibodied in both works. vSr book is at OBoe exhUareting aoA 
suggestive : it may charm frivolous minds into wisdom, and austere ones into mirth." — 
Atkeneeum, 

A NARRATIVE OF THS RSCOVERV OF H. M. 8. 

GORGON. 

(Chablbs Hotham, Esq., Captain), Stranded in the Bay of SToate' 
Video, May 10, 1844. By Astlby Cooper Key, Commander, R.N., 
(late Lieut, of H. M, S. Gorgon). 1 vol. 8va. with numerous Plates. 
Price 7s, 6d. cloth. 
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SBKXTM. »TiTWIB Aan> co^ coitanozxA, ]* 

"MODERN PAinrTSRS." 

Volume the First. 9f A Grju^ttatx ov Oxfoxh* A Htv 

Edition, revised by the Author, being the Third. In imperial 8?o., 
unifonn with Vol. IL 

sscovD voiitnns of " modbbx paxnti:r&» 

Treating of the Imaginatiyb and Theoretic Faculties. By a 
Graduate of Oxford. In one Tolome, imperial 8vo., price 10s. 6<L 

** We are prepared empbalioilly to declare, that this work is the most valuable oootri- 
ballon towards a proper view of painting, its purpose and means, that has come withhi our 
I mow ledge." — Fore^ Quarterly Review. 

^A work distlognuhed by an enlightened style of criticism, new to EngKsh readees, 
cad kf the profbond oteerration of nature disidayed by the anlhor.** — Dublim University 

Mikia is (he prodnction of a highly gifted mind, one who has evidently bestowed time 
and lalNrar to obtain a practical knowledge of the fine arts, and who writes ebqaentljry 
RscB h gl y , and fearlessly." — Poiytechnic Rtview. 

*^U has seldom been our lot to take up a work more admirably conceived and written 
than this beautiful and elaborate essay. To a perfect idea of the scope of the iiiquiry, 
and a mastery of aU the technicalities required for its due treatment, the Graduate unites 
considerable metaphysical power, extent of philosophical and scientific knowledge, a clear 
and manly style of ei^yression, and no inconsiderable command of humour and satire."— ^ 
^tlds. 

<^The Oxford Graduate is a bold revolutionist in art A very Luther in 

art-criticism He has asserted and established the claims of Landscape 

painting to a much higher rank than it hitherto enjoyed The second volume 

of this remarkable work rises above the first. Indeed, we question if any but a high 
order of mind will embrace the full grandeur of its design, or follow the masteriy analysis 
by which its propositions are elucidated." — English Gentleman, 

*' The author now comes forward with additional force, and, we must hope, with stlH 

hiaher effect, on the public taste He directs his attention in the present 

vclume from the individual artists to the art itself." — Britannia, 

ME.. JAMEsiljiFEOMANCE. 

HEZDEZiBBRG : 

A Romance. By G. P. R. Jabies, Esq. 3 vols, post 8vo., IL lis. 6d. 

NEW VOLUMES OF ME. JAMES'S WOEKS ILLUSTBATED. 

Vol. 11, containing 
TIZ& KING'S HZGZTWAV, Medium 8to. price 8«. cloth. 

Was published on the 12th instant. 

Vol. 12, 

TH£ GiElffTIiBMAN OF THS OU> SCaOOIi, 

Will appear on the Ist April. 
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CUnZOAXi ZIiIiUSTBATZONS OF TZZB DZSBASSS OF 
ZNSZA: As Exhibited in the Medicai. History op a body ov 
European Soldiers, for a Series of Years from their Arrival in that 
Country. By Willi av Geddes, M.D., Member of the Royal Medical 
Society of Edlnburtrh, and the Medical and Physical Society of Calcutta^ 
and lute Surgeon of the Madras £uh)pcan Regiment. In one vol., 8vo. 
Price 16/r. cloth. 
" A more elaborate display of medical statistics has rarely been given to the public. As 
a vast amomit of facts the book is really, we believe, unrivalled." — Spectator. 

** It is hardly possible to conceive a more complete medical history than the one fur- 
nished by Dr. Geddes. He has conferred an inestimable beneiit upon medical science; 
and no practliioner who regards either his interest or his duty can be w ithoutth e book." 
—^Indian News, • • f^P/Htf^^ 

** To ibe medical officers in India, and especially to those about to proceed thither, this 
win be found a valuable book of reference, and well merits to be included in the list of 
works with which officers are required to provide themselves on joining the ser% ice." — 
British and Foreign Afedical Review, 



2* 'WOMMM JXfMT WUMMOMHrnD BT 

BNQIiAHD'S OOIiONZAZi EMPIBS. 

An Historical, Political, and Statistical Account of the 
British Empire, its Colonies and Dbpbhdencxbs. By Cha&lbs 
Prioham, Esq., B.A., Member of the Royal Geographical Society, &c. 

Volume I. — Ck>mpri8h)g 



"The first volome oC a work intended to completely exhibit England's Cokmial Em- 
pire. The aaihor is Mr. Pridbam, who, in a modest preface, apologizes for having at so 
early an age undertaken so gigantic a task. The first volame, however, shows no lack of 
either ability, research, or knowledge. It is occupied wilh an excellent account of the 
Mauritius, divided into four parls : the first part gives its history from its discovery by the 
Portuguese to the present time ; the second describes its inhabitants, and their inslita- 
Uons and stales; the third ils physical features and natural productions; and the fourth 
its industry, conunerce, and government. Ample information is given on all these heads^ 
and regarding the extent of the author's design, and the evidence he gives of the re<{aisite 
qualification to carry it out satisfactorily, we make no doubt that his work will be a 
valuable addition to the history and geography of our colonial empire. The present 
volume is complete in itself." — Britannia. 

*<This is the first volume of what promises to be an important national work. The 
instalment now before us is brimful of valuable and interesting information, making up 
by far the most complete account of Mauritius which has yet been given to the world. 
The author has the qualifications necessary to the due fulfilment of the task which he has 
set himself. He is patient and painstaking, accurate and impartial. — Atlat, 

" This is the first volume of a series, which we hope to see completed in the spirit 
with which the task has been undertaken. As a whole, we are bound to say that the 
book is a standard one, and that * England's Colonial Empire' has met with a chsenider 
of zeal, industry, and ability." — Colonial Gazette* 

" There is no other such description of the Mauritius extant The author has not only 
consulted the best, and perhaps all the authorities, but he has added information of his 
own, apparently gathered on the spot." — Economist. 



THB IVDIAN MBAIi BOOK: 

Comprising the best American Receipts for the yarions Preparations of 
that excellent Article. By Eliza Leslie, of Philadelphia ; Author of 
'* American Domestic Cookery;" "The House Book;" ''Seventy-five 
Receipts ; " '^ French Cookery," Sec. &c. Second edition. Foolscap 8to. 
sewed in a wrapper^ price 4j. Gd. 

** Next to the com itself, we cannot conceive a more acceptable present to the poor of 
any neighbourhood, either individually or in parochial libraries, than Miss Leslie's work. 
It is very simple, and embraces recipes for every purpose to which maize is put in the 
United States, and therefore cannot but add to the comfort of the too limited table of the 
labouring man."~/fM/iart News. 

« As the Indian Meal is probably destined to take its place among our standard ' Bread 
Stuffs.' Miss Leslie's book will be welcomed as a necessary supplement to the usual Eng- 
lish instructors in the everywhere important mystery of Cookery."— Co/om'a/ Gazette. 

*' This little volume contains about sixty receipts for different preparations of Indian 
Meal, and all of which may be found useful in the threatened dearth. Maize, or Indian 
Corn, is now admitted to be the best and most available substitute for the potato." — 
Economist, 
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THB IIZ8TORV OF CkARZiBMAdNB, 

With a Sketch of the State and History op France, from the 
Fall of the Roman Empire to the Rise of the Carlovingian Dynasty. 
By G. P. R. James, Esq. A new edition, in demy 8vo., price 12*. cloth. 
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THE CHUEOH AND DISSENT. 

OlaSBTDEARG OOTTAGB. 

A Tale concerning Church Principles. By Miss Christhas. 
With a Preface by the Rev. Henry Christvas, M.A., F.R.S., F.S.A. 
One vol. fcap. 6vo., price 3^. 

" A tale as pleasing in its unstudied simplicity as in the correct views which it 
displays of the principles of the Church." — British Churchman. 
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BEV. H. MACKENZIE'S COMMENTABT. 

GOBKMBNTARV ON THB HOIaV QOSPBIaS, 

Arranged according to the Table of Lessons for Daily Service ; 
desi8:ned for Family Reading. By the Rev. Henry Mackenzie, M.A., 
of Pembrok<e College, Oxford ; Incumbent of Great Yarmouth. To be 
completed in Fonr Quarterly Parts, price Is. Sd. each. Part I. appeared 
on April 1st. Part II. 'on 1st July. 
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LIFE, IN NOETH WALES. 



Or, North Wales ; its Manners, Customs, and Superstitions 
during the last Century, illustrated by a Story founded on Facts. la 
3 vols. postSvo., price 1/. lis. 6d. 

** It is a real work, with more material and original knowledge than half the manu- 
factured novels that appear in these days.." — Spectator. ' 

" We can most cordially recommend it as a series of Sketches of North Wales well 
worthy of perusal ; so various and so curious as to be as welcome to the library of the 
antiquary and portfolio of the artist as to the leisure hour of the novel reader." — Literary 
Gazette. 



SCOTTISH. LTBICS. 

MBIiODZST X 

Being a Collection of Original Poems and Songs* By 
John Niyen. Fcap. 8vo., price 3f. 



MANAGEMENT OF BAILWATS. 

THB BATZOXVAZiB OF RAZIi^VITAV ADMZNZBTRATZON. 

With a view to the greatest possible amount of accommodation^ 
CHEAPNESS, and SAFETY. By THORNTON HuNT. In 8vo.,price2«.6«f. 

" This is the best pamphlet on Railways that we have seen for a long lime : inform- 
ing, but not heavy; business-like, suggestive; logical in the analysis; neat in the 
arrangement; tersely, yet pleasantly written." — Spectator. 
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BAILWAT SPECULATION. 

THE ZiZABZIaZTZBS ZNCUBRBD BV THB PB<XIBOTOR8, 
MANAOBR8, As 8HARBHOZ.DER8 OF RAXXi^WAV 

And other Joint Stock Companies Considered ; and also the 
Rights and Liabilities arising upon Transfers of Shares. Written expressly 
for Non-Professional use. By George Henry Lewis, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq. Third Edition, in post 8vo., price 1^. 6<i. sewed. 

** Proiiectors, and provisional and managing committee-men will find matter of 
startling interest in Mr. Lewis's sensible little tract. It contains also some curious 
intimation of the responsibility incurred by the sale of Letters of Allotment, and Banker's 
receipts before the issue of scrip, and of scrip itself before the company is completely 
registered. It is, in short, a very useful and timely publication." — Exa'mxMT.\ 
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THE JESUITS IN ENGLAND. 

THE NOVITIATE: 

Or, A Year among the English Jesuits: a Personal Narrative. 
With an £ssay on the Constitutions, the Confessional Morality, and 
History of the Jesuits. By Andrew SteinmetzI In one vol. post 
8^0. price XOs. Qd. bound in cloth. 

*< This is a remarkable book — a revealer of secrcls, and TuU of materials for thought. 
... It is written with every appearance of strict and honourable truthfulness. It 
describes, with a welcome minuteness, the daily, nightly, hourly occupations of the 
Jesuit Novitiates at Stonyhurst, tlieir religious exercises and manners, in private and 
together; and depicts, with considerable acutencss and power, the conflicts of an intelli- 
gent, susceptible, honest-purposed spirit, while passing through such a process. If our 
readers should be disposed to possess themselves of this volume, it will be their own 
fault if the readmg of it be profitless." — British Quarterly Review- 

*<This is as singular a book of its kind as has appeared since Blanco White's < Letters 
of Doblado,' with the advantage of dealing with the Jesuits in England instead of Popery 
in Spain. * * * It will be found a very curious work." — Spectator. 

** If it be desirable to know what is that mode of training bv which the Jesuit 
system prepares its novices for their duties, this is the book to inform us, for it is a 
chronicle of actual experience. . . . The work of Mr. Sleinme tz is tbroughoat marked 
by great fairness, ... he neither conceals nor exaggerates : a spirit of candour pervades 

the whole narrative Could we know the experience of other novices, we should 

find that all have undei^ne, with more or less of intensity, the process so vividly described 

in this volume It is written in an extremefy animated style. The author's 

thoughts are original, and the passages relating to his personal history and feelings are 
agreeably introduced, and add to the interest of his narrative. It is a sufficient proof of 
his accuracy that,, though the Jesuits have many pens in this country, not one has been 
hardy enough to impugn a sentence of his statements." — Britannia, 

** Mr. Steinmetz writes a most singular and interesting account of the Jesuit semi- 
nary, and his way of life there. ... He seems to be a perfectly honest and credible 
informer, and his testimony may serve to enlighten mauy a young devotional aspirant 
who is meditating * submission ' to Rome, and the chain and scourge systems. There is 
nothing in the least resembling invective in the volume." — Morning- Chr&nicle 

** At a time when Jesuitism seems to be rising once more, any work on this subject 
comes very opportunely. How the writer became a member of this mysterious body 
gives a key to the character of the man himself and the spirit of his book. . . . Iliis 
narrative is well written, and as interesting as we expected." — Weekly Chronicle. 

" An unvarnished account of the Jesuits' College at Stonyhurst, its discipline and 
routine of observances and customs, — of these we have the most minute details, and the 

whole is a faithful picture of a remarkable condition of life From this curious 

book you may form some idea of the Jesuits and their course of proceeding." — Literary 
Gazette. 

*< This is a curious volume, of no little interest and eloquence, written by a scholar 
and an enthusiast."— ^^/ie#. 

" There is internal evidence that this is a genuine narrative, and a very singular 
one it is ; full of very curious and striking matter. . . . The ' Essay on the Constitutions, 
Confessional Morality, and History of the Jesuits,' will amply reward the task of 
perusal." — Globe. 

" The work lias all the interest of a romance, and yet we do not believe that any 
portion of it is fictitious. . . . The author writes well, and evinces a strong and disci|dtned 
mind. The picture he draws of Jesuitism is a fearful one. The reader will find abupdant 
matter for grave consideration in this most singular and striking volume."— «/oAn Bull. 

** A more remarkable work it has seldom been our fortune to peruse. We hear and 
read much of the Quietism and Passive obedience inculcated amongst the Jesuit body ; i 
but here we become personal spectators of these principles in action. . . . Mr. Stein- 
metz appears to be a most remarkable character. He may be received as an unbiassed 
witness. . . . We repeat it, Mr. Steinmetz's book is most valuable ; earnest and truthful 
in its tone, and extremely interesting in its detail." — New Quarterly Review, 

" The volume presents a true and valuable picture of Jesuit education in England, 
and on that ground eveiy Protestant will find (he volume worthy of an attentive 
perusal." — British Churchman. 
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FIBSI SEEIES OF TALES OF THE COLONIES. 

TAZtSS OF THE COZiOnTIBS; OR, THB ADVENTURB8 

OF AN ZSMZGIIA.NT. 

By Charles Rowcropt, Esq., a late Colonial Magistrate. The Fourth 
Edition. In foolscap bvo., price 6*. cloth. — This work was originally 
published in 3 vols, po^t 8vo. ut II. lis, 6d,f in which size two large 
editions have beeu sold. 

" * Tales of the Colonies ' is an able and interesting book. The author baa the Crst 
great requisite in fiction — a knowledge or the life be undertakes to describe; and his 
matter is solid and real." — Spectator. 

" This is a book, as distinguished from one of the bundles of waste paper in three 
divisions, calling themselves * novels.' " — Athen<eum. 

** The narration has a deep and exciting interest. No mere romance, no mere 
fiction, however skilfully imagined or powerfully executed, can surpass it. The work to 
which it bears the nearest similitude is Kobinson Crusoe, and it is scarcely, if at all 
inferior to tbal extraordinary history." — John Hull. 

*' Since the time of Robinson Crusoe, literature has produced nothing like these 
* Tales of the Colonies.' " — Metropolitan Magazine, 

" .... Romantic literature does not supply instances of wonderful escape more 
marvellous. . . . The book is manifestly a mixture of fact and fiction, yet it gives, we 
have every reason to believe, a true picture of a settler's life in that countr}' ; and is 
thickly interspersed with genuine and useful information." 

Chambers*s Edinburgh Journal. 

" The contents of the first volume surpass in interest many of the novels of Sir 
Walter ficoO.**— Westminster Review . 

** An exceedingly lively and interesting narrative, which affords a more striking view 
of the habits of emigrant colonial life than all the regular treatises, statistical returns, and 
even exploratory tours which we have read. ... It combines the fideUty of truth with 
the spirit of a romance, and has altogether so much of Dc Foe in it^ character and com- 
position, that ivhilst we run we learn, and, led along by the variety of the incidents, 
become real ideal settlers in Van Diemen's Land." — Literary Gazette. 

SECOND SEEIES oFtALeFoF THE COLONIES. 

THS BUSHRANGBR OF VAN DZBMBN'8 IiAND. 

By C. Rowcropt, Esq., Author of " Tales of the Colonies." In 3 vols, 
post 8vo. price \l. Ws. (5<Z. 

'* These volumes have the same qualities that gained so much popularity for the 
Author's previous work * Talcs of the Colonies.' No one has depicted colonial life, as 
manifested in the settlements of Australia, wiib so much vigour and truth as Mr. Rowcroft. 
He rather seems to be a narrator of aciual occurrences than an inventor of imaginary ones. 
His characters, his manners, and his scenes are all real. He has been compared to De 
Foe, and the comparison is just." — Britannia. 

** These volumes form a second series of *■ Tales of the Colonies,' and the pages 
are marked by the same vigorous and graphic pen which procured such celebrity for the 
first series. The interest, generally well sustained throughout, is occasionally of the most 
absorbing and thrilling kind. Altogether, there is a freshness about these volumes which 
brings them out in strong contrast to the vapid productions with which the press is 
teeming."^ Globe, 

'* The story contains all the merits of the * Talcs of the Colonies ' as regards style ; 
being simple and Crusoite, if we might use the term, in its narrative. Mr. Rowcroft 
possesses invention to an extraordinary degree, in the manner in which he manages 
the escapes of the bushranger, — and he produces, by the simplest incidents, most 
interesting scenes ;— pictures of nature and of a society totally different from anything to 
be found elsewhere." — Weekly Chronicle. 
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FAHNY THS IiXTTZiB MZIalaZNBR $ OR, THB RZOH AND 

TRB POOR. 

By Charlbs Rowcroft, Esq. In one vol. 8vo., handsomely bound in 
cloth gilt, with Plates, price 14«. — ^The twelve parts may be had 
separately, price \s. each, sewed. 



MB. JAMES'S BECENT NOVELS. 



By O. P. B. James, Esq. In 3 vols, pmt 8to.^ price 12. 11#. 6d. — JTtut 
published. 

Lately published by the same Authory 

ARBAH NEZIi; ORj TIMES OF OZiD. Three voU. ix)st 
ftfo., price lUns,ed, 

THE BMUGGZiER, a Xovel. Three rols., price II. 11«. Cd. 
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NEW & ILLUSTEATED EDITION OF MB. JAMES'S WOBXS. 

THE IXrORKS OF O. P. R. JABIEB, ESQ. 

Now puhlishin^f in Qaarteriy Yolamcs, mediom 8to. cloth, with engraTcd 
Frontispieces, each volume containing a complete novel, price 8>f . 

This faandsmne series of Mr. James's Works has been earefuUy revised 
by the Author; and is " got up in that superior style, and agreeable size 
of type, which renders it fit for every age and every library." 



Contents: — ^Vol. 1. The Gipsy. 

— 2. Mart of Burgundy. 

— 8. The Huguekots. 

— 4. Onb IV A TnousAiri). 



Vol. 5. Pbilip AuGusTirs. 

— C. Hekrt of Ouisb. 

— 7. MORLEY ErkSTBIIT. 

— 8. The Robber. 



Vol. 9, containing Darnley ; or, The Field of Cloth op Gold, 

on the Ist of July. 

Vol. 10, containing Corse db Leon, on the Ist of October. 

"IKesFrs. Smith, Elder and Co., of Comhin, have just published the first v<dame of a 
New EditicD of Ibe Works of ibis gentleman, which has the advaatage of the latest re- 
visions and correctioBS of the author. The writings of James are so well known to the 
readers of fiction, that it is unnecessary to call (heir attention to them, or to say anything 
which previous criticism may have left unsaid. The present edition is%ell got up, the 
type is dear, sharp, and legible, and the size of the volume convenient for the reader, and 
apprepriafe for the shelves of a bookcase. The book, as it is, will form a pleasmg 
addition to the coUecthyns of readers of modem literature, of the class to which it 
belongs."— Times. 

** We are glad to see our prognostication respecting the New Edition of Mr. James's 
Works, more than fulfilled by the rapid absorption of a very large first edition, and a 
second in (he course of speedy disappearance. This is as it should be, with a writer 
whose vraisembhince is always so perfect; and even what be invents so like tmtb, that 
we can never fancy we are reading ficiion : nor, indeed, are we, in the historical portions of 
his publications,^ and these form the far greater division, — which arc all drawn from dili- 
gent research, deep study, and elaborate comparison." — Literary Gazette, 

" Mr. James is a pure and pleasing writer, and we are glad to see that his Works are now 
to be thrown into a handy, handsome, and accessible shape.**—Scotsman, 

" This is a most admirable edition of the Works of this popular author, convenient in 
site, and handsome in appearance. It, moreover, possesses the advantage of being re- 
vised and corrected by the author, — no small recommendations, since, the generality of 
Mr. James's Works being connected with history, a careful perusal of his productions 
increases their value, and renders them a source of amusement, through the medium of 
instruction." — Atlas, 

" We are glad to perceive that ndi volumes are being published at a price whidi wiU 
place them within the reach of the middle dasses, and we sh^dl find, as the result of this 
movement, that tradesmen and others will furnish their book-shelves with good and select 
works, instead of subscribing to circulating libraries. We learn it is the publishers' 
intention to continue the volumes until all the author's works arc republished in this 
style."— P/ymoM/A Herald, 
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LEIGH HUNT'S SELECHONS OF POETfiY. 

ZMAaiNATION AND FANOV; 

Or, Selections from the English Poets, illustrative of those First 
Requisites of their Art, with Markings of the best Passages, Critical 
Notices of the Writers, and an Essay in Answer to the Question, " What 
IS Poetry ?"' By Leioh Hunt. Third Edition. In post 8vo. price 
lOs. 6d, handsomely bound in a new kind of cloth, gilt; or 98. boards. 

**This volume is handsomely printed, and beautifully bound in a new style of ex- 
quisite delicacy and richness. In external beauty imagination and Fancy* equals any 
gift-books that have appeared ; and it will form a more enduring memorial than any 
other volume that might be selected as a gift for the coming season." — Spectator, 

** This is a Christmas gift, worth half a dozen of the Annuals put together, and at 
half the cost of one of them. We have often wished for such a book, and in our aspi- 
ration, the name of Leigh Hunt has ever presented itself as that of the man above all 
others qualified to do justice to so charming a subject." — Morning Chronicle, 

" The volume is, we trust, the precursor of many more, which will complete and do 
justice to the plan. The series so completed would be the best ' elegant extracts* in the 
language." — Examiner, 

" This is a charming volume, both externally and internally it is most attractive.'* — 
Atku. 

" It is a book that every one who has a taste mtut have, and every one who has not 
should have in order to acquire one." — JerroliTi Magazine, 

" This book is tastefully got up, and we should think better of the house where we 
saw a well read copy of it lying about.'* — TaiCs Magazine, 

" These illustrations of *;, imagination and Fancy ' are distinguished by great critical 
sagacity, and a remarkable appreciation of those qualities." — Herald, 

"This elegant volume contains the most exquisite passages of the best English 
Poets, selected and commented upon by Leigh Hunt, and for this task there is, in our 
opinion, no author living so well qualified." — Indian News. 

*«* The Second Volume of this aeries, " Vfm AND HUMOUR," is 

in the press, uniform with '* Imagination uud Fancy." 
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MBS. ELLIS'S MORAL FICTIONS. 

PICTURES OF PRIVATE IiIFE. 

By Mrs. Ellis, Author of the ** Women of England," &c. &c. &c. 
Each Volume is complete in itself, and may be purchased separately. 
In 3 vols. fcap. 8vo. beautifully illustrated, price Is, Qd, each, in a 
handsome and uniform cloth binding, or 10«. 6d, morocco. Contents: — 

Vol. I. " Obseryattoks on Fictitious Narrative,** " The Hall 
AND the Cottage," " Ellen Eskdale," " The Curate's 
Widow," and '' Marriage as it May Be." 
Vol. II. " MisANTHROPT," and "The Pains op Pleasing." 
Vol, IIL " Pretension ; or, the Fallacies op Female Education." 

" I could give abundant evidence, gratuitously oETered (o the writer, that these 
simple stories were not sent forth to the world without some degree of adaptation to 
its wants and its condition." — Author's Introduction, 

WAE WITH THE SIKHS. 

THS PUNJAUB: 

Being a brief account of the Country of the Sikhs, its Extent, History, 
Commerce, productions^ Govemment, Manufacturosy Laws, Religion, &c. 
By Lieut-Col. Steinbach, late of the Lahore Service. A new 
edition, revised, with additions, including an account of the recent events 
in the Punjaub. In post 8vo. price 5«. cloth, with Map. The Map may 
be had separately, price 1«. coloured, and Is. 6d, in case. 

" There is much information in this, volume, condensed into brief space, about a 
people to whom late occurrences have given a common interest." — Examiner. 
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THB IfAND-BOOK OF XHSISrUIi AVD OBNAKSSTTA^ 

AMX7SSMElffT8 AND ACOOMPIiZSIIMBKTS : 

Including Artificial Flower- Making, Engraving, Etching, Painting in all 
its styles, Modelling, Carving in Wood, Ivory, and tsbell; also Fancy 
Work of every Description. By a Lady. In one vol. post 8vo., band- 
somely bound in cloth gilt, with Plates, price 10s. 6d. 



" A prettier and more useful present could scarcely be selected for an ingenious 
young lady." — ^tlas, 

** Any lady desirous of filling up her leisure hours by following the occnpations 
described will be able to do so without the aid of any other instruction." 

JVeekfy Chronicle. 
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THB DUTZB8 OF JUDOB ADVOCATES, 

Compiled from Her Majesty's and the Hon. East India Com- 
pany's Military Regulations, and from the Works of various | 
W>iters on Military Law. By Captain R. M. Hughes, 12th Reg^iment I 
Bombay Army ; Deputy Judge- Advocate General, Scinde Field Force. | 
In one vol. post 8to., price 7s. cloth. 

" Captain Uughes's little volume on this important subject will well supply the 
absence of that full and particular information which officers suddenly appointed to act as 
'Deputy Judge Advocates' must have felt (he want of, even though tolerably well versed 
in military law." — Spectator. 

*' A professi(Hial vade-mecum, relating to most important dutie^ and executed in the i 
ablest manner. We consider this, the only complete separate treatise on the subject, to 
be one of great value, and descrying the study of every British officer."— Zri7. Gazette. ' 

" This book is a digest as well as a compilation, and may be emphatically called ' 
< The Hand-Book of MiUUry Justice.' "—^tlas, ' 

" We recommend the work to every British officer." — ^rmy and Navy Register, 



THB NOTB-BOOK OF A NATURAIaZST. 

By £. P. Thompson. Post 8vo., price 9s. doth. 

" The author of this modestly-styled * Note- Book ' not only possesses and communi- 
cates scientific intelligence, but he has travelled far and near, and from very infancy been 

devoted to natural history We rely on the quotations to support our opinion of 

the very agreeable and various character of this volume." — Literary Gazette. 

" In all that relates to original observation the ' Note-Book of a Naturalist ' is 
agreeable, interesting, and fresh. . . . The more original and numerous passages may 
vie with the observations of Jesse. In fact, there is a considerable resemblance between 
the two authors. Anecdote is substantially the character of the belter part." — Spectator. 



FZNAKOB AND OOItONIBS 

By PuBLius. In royal 8vo., price 4f. 6d. cloth. 

X»BirZNGS OF A POSTMAN. 

In one vol. post 8vo., price 7s. 6d, 
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TUB UiaHT OF MSMTAXm SGISNGE; 

Being an Essay on Moral Training. By Mrs. Loudon, Authoress 
of ** First Love," " Dilemmas of Pride," &€• &c. In one vol. leap. 8vo., 
price 3«. cloth. 
" One of the most philosophical books we have seen for a long time." — Observer. 



SGBNES ZN THE ZaZFE OF A SOIiDZER OF FORTXJXVE, 

By a Memrer of the Imperial Guards. In I2mo., price os. 

" This tale has a strange personal history. It purports to be the autobiography of 
an Italian soldier, who fou^t under the banners of the French Republic; and who, later 
in life, when become a teacher, told his story to an English traveller, his pupil, who has 
here set it down." — Taifs Magazine, 
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OOMMENTARV ON TZZE HZNDU 

MEDZCZNE. . 



SYSTEM OF 



By T. A. Wise, M.D., Member of the Royal College of Surgeons, and 
of the Royal Medical and Chinirgical Society, Corresponding Member of 
the Zoological Society of London, and of the Philomathic Society of 
Paris ; Bengal Medical Service. In one vol. 8vo., price 12«. cloth. 
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A STElTir SPZRZT OF THE AGE.: 

Containing Critical Essays, and Biographical Sketches of Literary and 
other Eminent Characters of the Present Time. Edited by R. H. 
HoRNE, Esq., Author of " Orioh," " Gregory the Seventh," &c. &c. 
These volumes are illustrated with Engravings on steel, from new and 
original Portraits of Dickens, Tennyson, Carlyle, Wordsworth, 
Talfourd, Browning, Southwood Smith, and Miss Martineau. 
Second Edition^ Revised by the Editor, with *' Introductory Comments." 
In 2 vols, post 8vo., price 24^. eloth. 

" In the biographical sketches, the Editor has carefully excluded all disagreeable 
personalities and all unwarrantable anecdotes. The criticisms are entirely upon abstract 
grounds. He may he often wrong, but it is with a clear conscience." — Editor's Preface. 

** We have two volumes of clever and subtile dissertation on the merits of almost 
every living writer of any pretension, written in a very animated and pleasant style. The 
author will at least gain the praise of versatility of talent, and of a quick and generous 
appreciation of contemporary merit, as well as (what his publisher will think quite as 
much to the purpose) have the satisfaction of having produced a book that people will be 
inclined, as the phrase is, ' to run after.' " — Morning Herald^ March 25, 1844. 

"As we have said before, Mr. Home's admirations appear to us to be well placed 
and his sympathies generous and noble." — Morning Chronicle* 
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OUR AOTRESSES; 

Or, GLANCES AT STAGE FAVOURITES, Past and Present. 
By Mrs. C. Baron Wilson, Authoress of the *< Life of the Duchess of 
St. Albans," *< Memoirs of Monk Lewis,'* &c. &c. In 2 vols, post 8vo., 
illustrated with numerous Engravings on Steel, from new and original 
Portraits, price 24f. cloth. 

<* Handsome volumes, adorned with several portraits, and the biographies are full of 
amusing anecdotes."— ^/iiu. 

*< So attractive are the stage and its denizens that eonsiderable amusement will be 
derived from the perusal of these pages." — Literary GazefU. 






OKBZSTMA8 FESTIVITIBSi TAUMy 8XBTOBS8, 



With Beattties op tub Hosbbn Drama, in Four Specimens. By 
John Pools, Esq., Author of ** Paul Pry/' Sac &c. In one vol. 
post 8vo. price 10«. 6d. cloth, with a Portrait of the Author. 

'*A capital book for the seasoo." — Britannia. 
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Described in a Lecture on its Antiquities and Reminiscbnces, 
delivered in the Great Hall, on the Evening of Friday, August 5th, 1842. 
By the Rev. Crarleb Mackenzie, A.M., Vicar of St. Helen's, 
BIshopsgrate, and Head Master of Queen Eliiabeth's Grammar Sc:hool, 
St. Clave 's, South wark. Price 2t, 6d, bound in cloth. 



THB ROMB BOOK; OR, YOUHO ROUSBKEBFBB'S 

ASSZsTAirr. 

Forming a Complete System of Domestic Economt, and Household 
Accounts. With Estimates of Expenditure, &c. &c., in every Depart- 
ment of Housekeeping. Founded on Forty-five yean personal experience. 
By a Lady. 12mo., price 5f. boards. 

TKS KOBKS AOOOUNT-BOOK I OR, HOUSEKEEPER'S 
RSaZSTER OF FAMZIiV EXPENSES. 

Arranged upon the improved system recommended in '' The Home 
Book;" and exhibiting the Weekly, Monthly, Quarterly, and Annual 
Expenditure for every article of Domestic consumption. For the use of 
either large or small Families. By the Author of "Thb Hom£ 
Book." Post 4to., half bound, price 4s. 6d. 

*' These two useful little volumes form the most complete system of Domestic 
Management for the guidance of the young Housekeeper that has ever appeared. Of 
the Home Book we cannot speak too highly."-' (r«n//lnnan'« Magazint, 

** Incomparably the best arranged work of its class that we have seen." — JLa Belle 
^ttemblce, 

THE IVZKE-BKERCHAIVT'B BtAKVAIi. 

A Tbeatise on the Fining, Preparation of Fining, and Gekbral 
Management of Wines, being the result of Forty years' Practical 
Experience in the treatment of the different wines consumed in this 
country. By T. Sm eed. Foolscap 8vo., price 4a. cloth. 

** The very useful production of a long-experienced and practical man ; weD worth 
the alteniaon of the wine-merchant and cooper. — Literary Gazette. 
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A COMPREHENSIVE HZ8TORV OP THE V700IiZ.EH 



From the earliest Records to the present Period, comprising the Woollen 
and Worsted Manufactures, and the Natural and Commercial History of 
Sheep, with the various Breeds and Modes of Management in different 
Countries. By James Bischoff, Esq. In two latge rolnmes, 8vo., 
illustrated with Plates, price 11. 6*. cloth. 

"Mr. Bischoff's work will be found valuable to all persons interested in the subject." 
'^AtheTUBum. 

** Mr. Bischoff has in these volumes collected a vast mass of curious and valuable 
information, acceptal>le to readers of varied tastes, even though quite unconnected with 
manufactures and trade. We recommend every reader to peruse attentively this merito- 
rioos compilation. — We finally recommend these volumes of Mr. Bischoff's to the careful 
consideration of all those interested in the sobffects of which Ibey treat." — T\met. 
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Ik COMPBEIIEHSXVS HX8TORV OF THB IRON TRADB 

THROUGHOUT THE WOBLD, from the earliest Records to the 
present Time. With an Appendix, containing Official Tables, and other 
public Documents. By Hakhy Scriybnor, Esq., Blaenavon. In 
one vol. demy 8vo., price 15^. cloth. 

** Mr. ScriTenor's Hislory is written with elaborate research and anxious care, and 
fgoes into and exbausls the entire subject ; it oantains numerous fads full of interest to 
common readers. "^T^atY'j Magazine. 
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Containing : — Part I. Tables of Simple Interest at 3, 3^, 4, 4^, and 
5 per cent. — Part II. Tables showing the Interest on Exchequer Bills 
at l\d.j lf<i., 2(2., 2^^., 2^d., 3<f., 3|<t, and ^d, i>er cent, per diem. — 
Part III. Tables for Ascertaining the Value of every description of 
English and Foreign Stock. Also the Amount of Brokerage, Commission, 
Freight, Marine, and other Insurance, at every rate per cent., &c. &c. &c. 
By G. Green. Royal 8vo., price H. 1 U. M» cloth. Each of the above 
Three Parts is sold separately. 



ASSURAXrCZSS UPON ZaZVES, 

A Familiar Explanation of the Nature, Advantages, and Import- 
ance arising therefrom, and the various Purposes to which they may be 
usefully applied : including also a particular Account of the routine 
required for Etiecting a Policy; and of the different systems of Life 
Assurance now in use, the Principles, Terms, and Tables of Seventy 
London Assurance Offices, &c. By Lsiris Pocock, F.S.A. In post 
8vo., price la. cloth. 

" There are no technicalities in Mr. Pocock's work to prevent its being useful to all ; 
and those, tberefdH-e, who are likely to have recourse to Life Insurance wiU do wisely in 
consulting this familiar explanation of its nature and advantages." — Qlobe. 
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AN ZNQXnRV INTO THB CAUSES AND MODBS OF THE 

IVEAXiTH OF ZNDXVZDVAIiS; 

Or, The Principles of Trade and Speculation Explained. 
By Thomas Corbet, Esq. Post 8vo., price Qs. cloth. 

" Mr. Corbet deserves our best thanks for laying down so dearly and methodically his 
ideas on a subject of such vast importance." — New Monthly Magazine. 



OUTXalNES OF NAVAZ. ROUTINE; 

Being a Concise and Complete Manual in Fitting, Re-fitting, Quartering, 
Stationing, Making and Shortening Sail, Heaving down. Rigging Shears, 
and, in short, performing all the ordinary duties of a Man-of-War, 
according to the best practice. By Lieutenant Albxandek D. 
FoRDYCE, R.N. In royal 8vo., price 10«. 6d. boards. 
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ESSAV ON THE IsZFE AND IN8TZTUTZONS OF OFFA, 

KZNQ OF MERCZA, 

A.D. 755 — 794. By the Rev. Henry Mackenzie, M.A. In 8vo., 
price 3#. Qd. in cloth, gilt leaves. 

** A very scholarly composition, displaying much research and information respecting 
the Anglo-Saxon institutions." — Spectator. 
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TUB OBiaaATZOmi OF IiZTE&ATURB TOTRE MOTXIEB&. 

OF siraiiiknm. 

Prize Essay, 1840. By Caroline A. Halstbd. Ib one vol. 
])o8t 8vo., price 59, neatly bound in cloth. 

"The objecl of the writer has been to show the services rendered by the mothers i>T 
England to religion and the state, and to science and learning generally ; and the examples 
adduced display considerable knowledge and research, and are always happily selected and 
placed in the most attractive point ot view." — Britannia, 
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THB IsZFi: OF ISARaABET BEAUFORT, 

CoUKTEss OF Richmond and Debet, and Mother of King Henry 
the Seventh, Foundress of Christ's and of St. John's College, Oxford ; 
Being the Historical Memoir for which tlie Honorary Premium was 
awarded by the Directors of the Gresham Commemoration^ Crosby Hall. 
By Caboline A. Halsted, Author of Investigation/' &c. In,oue 
vol. demy 8vo., with a Portrait, price I2t, 

"This work cannot fail of success. The subject is deeply interesting, and has been 
hitherto almost unexplored. The style is chaste and correct, and it has high daims to 
popularity wide and permanent. On many topics the authoress has accumulated scHne 
valuable historical details from sources which have not hitherto been consulted, and has 
thus compiled a work which, if not entitled to rank amongst the * cariosities of literatnre,' 
is at least one of the most interesting and inslniclive books of the season.'' — ^elas. 

THB XJkST OF TUB PIiANTAaEXirBTS: 

An Historical Narrative, illustrating some of the Public Events and 

Domestic and Ecclesiastical Manners of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth 

Centuries. Third Edition. In one vol. fcap. 8vo., price 7s. 6d, cloth 

boards. 

" This is a work that must make its way into a permanent place in our literature. The 

quaintness of its language, the touching simplicity of its descriptions and dialogues^ and 

the reverential spirit of love which breathes through it, will insure it a welcome reception 

amongst aU readers of refined taste and discernment."— ^///a«. 
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ANGLO-SAXON LITEBATUEE. 

ANAIiEOTA ANaZaO-SAXOmOA. 

A Selection, in Piiose and Verse from Akglo-Saxon Authors 
of various Ages; with a Glossarit. By Benjamin Thorpe, F.S.A. 
A New Edition, corrected and levlsed. Post 8vo., price 12«. cloth. 
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ANGZaO-SAXON VERSION OF THB STORV OF 
APOXiZaONZUS OF TVRE, 

Upon which is founded the Play of " Pericles/' attributed to 
Shakspeare ; from a MS. in the Library of Christ Church College, 
Cambridge. With a Literal Translation, &c. By Benjamin 
Thorpe, F.S.A. Post 8vo., price 6<. 



A QRAMBIAR OF THB ANQZiO-SAXON TONQUE, 

With a Praxis. By Erasmus Rask, Professor of Literary History 
in, and Librarian to, the University of Copenhagen, &c. &c. A New 
Edition, enlarged and improved by the Author. Translated from the 
Danish, by B. Thorpe, Honorary Member of the Icelandic Literary 
Society of Copenhagen. 8vo., price 12f • 
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RESEARCHSS, PHVSZOZaOaXOAXi ANB ANATOMXOAZa. 

By John Dayy, M.D., 7.R.SS., L. & E., Sec. The principal subjects 
treated of are — Animal Electricity—Animal Heat — the Temperature of 
different Animals — Pneumothorax in connexion with the Absorption of 
Oases by Serous and Mucous Membranes — the properties of the Blood 
in HealUi and disease — the Properties of different Animal Textures — 
the Putrefactive Process — the Preservation of Anatomical Preparations 
— the Effects of the Poison of certain Serpents — the Structure of the 
Heart of Batrachian Animals, &c. &c. In 2 vols. 8vo., price 208, bound 
in cloth, illustrated by numerous Engravings. 

''The subjects treated by the author are extremely numerous and interesting; several 
new facts in the physiology of animals are brought forward, and some curious and in- 
structive experiments are explained and illustrated with remarkable felicity." — Monthly 
Chronicle. 

** This work is written with a clearness and simplicity which renders its scientiBc 
^etaiis readily comprehensible." — Herald, 



UNDER THE AUSPICES OP H. HC. GOVERNMENT, AND OP THE HON. THE 
COURT OP DIRECTORS OP THE EAST INDIA COMPANY. 

FAUNA ANTZQUA SZVAIiENSIS, 

The Fossil Zoology op the Sewaltk Hills, in the North of 
India. By Hugh Falconer, M.D., F.R.S., F.L.S., F.G.S., Member 
of the Asiatic Society of Bengal, and of the Royal Asiatic Society of 
the Bengal Medical Service, and late Superintendent of the H. R. I. C. 
Botanic Garden at Saharunpoor: and Proby T. Cautley, F.G.S., 
Major in the Bengal Artillery, Member of the Asiatic Society of 
Bengal, &c. Edited by Hugh Falconer. 

Plan of Publication. — ^The work will appear in about Twelve Parts, to 
be published at intervals of four months ; each Part containing from Twelve 
to Fifteen folio Plates. The descriptive Letterpress will be printed in 
royal octavo. Price of each Part, one Guinea. — Part I. contains 
Proboscidea. — Parts IT. and III., containing the continuation of 
Proboscidea, will be published shortly. Prospectuses of the Work 
may be obtained of the Publishers. 

** A work of immense labour and research Nothing has ever appeared in 

lithography in this country at all comparable to these plates ; and as regards the repre- 
sentations of minute osseous texture, by Mr. Ford, they are perhaps the most perfect 
that have yet been produced in any country. . . . The work has commenced with the 
Elephant group, in which the authors say ' is most signally displayed the numerical rich- 
ness of forms which characterises the Fossil Fauna of India;' and the first chapter 
relates to the Proboscidea — Elephant and Mastodon. The authors have not restricted 
themselves to a description of the Sewalik Fossil forms, but they propose to trace the 
affinities, and institute an arrangement of all the well-detcrmiDed species in the family. 
They give a brief historical sketch of the leading opinions which have been entertained 
by palaeontologists respecting the relations of the Mastodon and Elephant to each other, 
and of the successive steps in the discovery of new forms which have led to the modifica- 
tions of these opinions. They state that the results to which they themselves have been 
conducted, lead them to differ on certain points from the opinions most commonly enter- 
tained at the present day, respecting the fossil species of Elephant and Mastodon." — 
Address of the President of the Geological Society of London, 20th Feb. 18i6. 
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Works recently Published and ix progrbsa usder the authoritt 
OF THE Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty. 



» » 



In order to secure to science the fnU mdoamtagt of JH&cwaeries m Natural 
History y the Lords Commissioners of Her M^esiy's Treasury have heem pleased to 
mahe a liberal grant of money towards defraying part of the expenses of the folr- 
lowing important publications. They home, im eonsefueneet hee» timdertakfn 
on a scale worthy of the high patronage thus received^ and are offered to the public 
at a much lower price than would otherwise have been possible* 

I. 

THB ZOOIiOaV OF THB VOVAQE OP.II.M.8. 8UI.PRI7B, 

Under the Command of Captain Sir Edward Bblchbr, R.N., C.B., 
F.R.G.S., &c. Edited and Superintended by Richard Brixsley 
Hinds, Esq., Sargcon R.N., attached to the Expedition. — ^The extensive 
and protracted voyage of Her Majesty's Ship '' Snlphur/' having^ been 
productive of many new and valuable additions to Natural History, a 
number of which are of considerable scientific interest, It has been 
determined to publish them in a collected form, with illustrations of 
such as are hitherto new or unfigured. The collection has been 
assembled from a variety of countries, embraced within the Ilnaits of a 
voya^re prosecuted along the shores of North and South America, among 
the islands of the Pacifio and Indian Oneans. and in the circumnavigation 
of the globe. In many of these, no doubt, the industry and research of 
previous navigators may have left no very prominent objects unobserved, 
yet in others there will for some time remain abundant scope for the 
Naturalist. Among the countries visited by the *^ Sulphur," and which 
in the present state of science aro invested with more particular interest, 
may be mentioned the Califomias, Columbia River, the North-west coast 
of America, the Feejee Group (a portion of the Friendly Islands), New 
Zealand, New Ireland, New Guinea, China, and Madagascar. PnUisbed 
in Royal Quarto Parts, price lOs, each, with beautifully coloured Plates. 

This Work is now Complete, and may be bad in sewed Parts, 
price 5/., or in half-mssia, or cloth binding, at a small addition to the 
price. — Parts I. and II. contain Mammalia, by J. £. Grat, Esq., 
F.R.S.— Parts III. and IV. Birds, by J. Gould, Esq., F.L. S.— 
Parts v., IX., and X. Fish, by J. Richardson, M.D., F.R.S. — 
Parti YI., YII., and YIII. Shells, by R.\B. Hinds, Esq. 



II. 

THB BOTAXnr OF THB VOVAQB OF BL M. S. SUZtPZZUR, 

Under the Command of Captain Sir Edward Belcher, R-N"., C.B., 
F.R.G.S., &c., during the years 1886 — 42. Edited and Superintended 
by Richard Brinslbt Hixds, Esq., Surgeon, R.N., attached to the 
Expedition. The Botanical Descriptions by George Bentham, Baq. 

This Work is now Complete, and may be had in six sewed Parts, 
price 3Z., or in half-russia, or cloth binding, at a small addition to the 
price. 
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WORKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AND IN PROGRESS UNDER THE AUTHORITY 
OF THE LORDS COMMISSIONERS OF THE ADMIRALTY. 

III. 

THE ZOOZaOaV OF THE VOVAQE OF H.M.8. BEAQIJB, 

Under the Command of Captain Fitzroy, H.N., daring the years 
1882— 3G. Edited and Superintended by Charles Darwin, Esq., 
M.A., F.R.S.y Sec. G.S., Naturalist to the Expedition. Comprisiug 
higrhly-finiflhed representations of the most novel and interesting objects 
in Natural History, collected duringr the voyage of the ** Beagle, " with 
descriptive Letterpress, and a general Sketch of the Zoology of the 
Southern Part of South America. Figures are given of many species of 
animals hitherto unknown or but imperfectly described ; togetlier with an 
account of their habits, ranges, and places of habitation. The collections 
were chiefly made in the provinces bordering on the Rio Plata, in 
Patagonia, the Falkland Islands, Tlerra del Fuego, Chili, and the 
Galapagos Archipelago in the Pacific. 

This Work is now Complete, and may be had in sewed Parts, 
prioe B/. I6t,, or in half-roaaia, or cloth binding, at a small addition to 
the price. 



TIos. 1, 7, 8, and 13. 

FOSSIL MAMHALU. 

By Richard Owen, Esq., F.R.S., 

Proressor of Anatomy and Physiology to 

the Royal College of Surgeons, London. 

With a Geological Introduction, 

By Charles Darwin, Esq., 1II.A., F.R.S. 

This Division of the Work complete. 

Price 1/. 10s. in sewed Parts, or 1/. lis. 

in doth lettered* 



1J~U~U~.^ ~1-l~ " ^~ 



Kea. S, 4, 5, and 10. 

MAMMALIA. 

By 6eorse R. Walerhouse^ Esq., 

Curator of Ibe Zoological Society of 

London, &C. 

This Division of the Work complete. 

Price 1/. 18s. in sewed Parts, or 2/. 2s. 

in doth lettered. 



Kos. 3, 6, 9, 11, and 15. 

BIRDS. 

By John Gould, Esq., F.L.S. 

With a Notice of their Habits & Ranges, 

By Charles Darwin, Esq., M.A., F.R.S. 

This Division of the Work complete, 

Price 2/. 15s. in sewed Parts, or 3/. in 

cloth lettered. 

Nofl. i%Hri^ and 17. 

nsH. 

By the Rev. Leonard Jenyns, M.A., F.R.S. 

This Division of the Work complete, 

Prioe 1/. lis. in sewed Parts, or lA 18s. 

in doth lettered. 



^^^^t^t^^t^^^»^§ 



Tfos. 18, 19. 

REPTILES. 

By Thomas Bell, Esq., F.R.S.,F.L.S.,d[C, 

This Division of the Work eomi^ete. 
Price 18s. in sewed Ports, or 1/. Sa. in 
doth lettj^red. 



IV. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THS ZOOIiOGV OF 

Comprising all the new species of Quadrupeds, Birds, Reptiles, and 
Fishes, obtained during the Expedition fitted out by ** The Cape of Good 
Hope Association for exploring Central Africa," in the years 1834, 1835, 
and 18S6| with Letterpress Descriptions, and a Summary of African 
Zoology. By Andrew Smith, M.D., Surgeon to the Forces, and 
Director of the Expedition. In Royal Quarto Parts, price 10k». and ISi. 
each, containing on an average ten beantifully coloured Engravings, with 
descriptive Letterpress. The whole of the Platea are engraved in the 
highest style of art, from the Original Drawinga taken expressly for this 
Work, and beautifully coloured after nature. Twenty-three Pwrts are 
now published. 
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PUBLISH ED WITH THB APPROTAL OP THB LORDS COMMISSIOKSaS OP 

UBR majesty's TBEASURY. 

asozaOaxoAia observations biads DURzira trb 

VOVAGS OF R. M. S. BEAaXaS, 

Under the Command of Captain Fitzroy, R.N'. 

Part I. — On Oond Formations. 



By CuARLES Darwin, M.Am F.R.S., Sec. G. S., &c. Demy 8vo., 
illustrated with Plates and Woodcuts, price 15^. bound in cloth. 



Fart n.— On tlio Volcanic Islands of tlie Atlantic and Pa^fic 



Together with a brief Notice of the Geology of the Cape of Grood Hope, 
and of part of Australia. Price Ids. 6d, demy 8vo. cloth, with Map. 



Fart III.— On tlia Ooologj of Sontk America. 

Demy 8to., illustrated with Map. 

[Preparing for publication. 
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AH IHQXnRV IMTO TUB HATURE AHD COURSE OF 
STORMS IN THE INBIAE OCEAXT, 

•South op the Equator; with a Tiew of discovering their Origin 
Extent, Rotatory Character, Rate and Direction of Progression! 
Barometrical Depression, and other concomitant phenomena ; for the 
practical purpose of enabling ships to ascertain the proximity and 
relative position of Hurricanes; with suggestions on the means of 
avoiding them. By Alexander Thom, Surgeon 86th Royal County 
Down Regiment. In one vol. 8vo., with Map and Plates, price 12f. 
cloth. 

*'The work before us is most valuable to seamen. . . . Mr. Thom gives us the result 
ofhis observations at the Mauritius; a station which is peculiarly well adapted for ob- 
serving the hurricanes of the Indian Ocean, the ravages of which seamen have annuallv 
experienced; and those observations, combined with the results obtained by indefatigable 
enquiry, tiave entitled him to the gratitude of seamen, wbo may now profit by them. 
Mr. Tlram's theory is rational and philosophical, and to us it is most satisfactory. . . .* 
There are important considerations for seamen in this worlw." — Naittical Afag-azine' 

"The author proceeds in strict accordance with the principles of indacUve 
philosophy, and collects all his facts before be draws bis inferences or pn^wunds a 
theory. His statements are so full and clear, and drawn from such simple sources, yet 
are so decisive in their tendency, that we think there can be no doubt he has established 
the rotatory action of storms. The practical application of his investigations are loo 
palpable to be missed." — Britannia, 



^^0^0^^m0*^0^^^i^t0t0^M^t^^^0t 



A DISSERTATION ON THE TRUE AGE OF THE EARTH, 

As Ascertained from the Holy Scriptures. Containing a 
Review of the Opinions of Ancient and Modern Chronologers^ including 
Usher, Hales, Clinton, and Cuningharoe; and a Chronological Table 
of the Principal Epochs and Events in Sacred and Profane History 
from the Creation to the Present Time. By Professor Wallace.' 
In demy 8to., price 12«. cloth. 
** It is learned and laborious/' — Britannia. 



ESJPERIMENTAIi RESEAROHES, OHEMIOAIi AND 

AGRIOUIaTURAIi. 

Part I. contains — Carbon a Compound Body made by Plants, in quan- 
tities varying with the circumstances unde^; which they are placed. 

Part II. Decomposition of Carbon during the Putrefactive Fermentation. 
By Robert Rioo, F.R.S. In demy 8vo., price 7a. (kL 
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THE ONLY COMPLETE AND UNIPORM EDITION OF THE WORKS OF 

SIR HrMPHRY DATY. 

THE ZaZFE AND COLZaECTBD XVORKS OF SIR 

HUMPKRY DAVY, BART. 

Foreign Aiiociate of the Tnmitiite of Vrhne^, kc, Edifert by his Brothrr, 
John Davy, M.D., F.R.S. Now complete In 9 vols, post 8vo., price 
109. dd, oaeli, in doth binding. Each volume is complete in itoelf, and 
is sold separately. 

CONTENTS: 
VoL X.— Tfce Ziiift of Sir R. Darfi with a Portrait. 



"This bioj^aphy is admif^bly written— correet details, foil of lA^rttCtioDy and 
amusint; throughoal." — London Review* 



VoL XX.— Tho Vn^la of Sir XX. Davy'o Barly MiocaHaaeos* 



From 1799 to 1805; with an Introductory Lecture, and Outlines 
of Lectures on Chemistry delivered in 1802 and 1804. 



VoL ZXZ.— ResearcheB on Nitrons Oaide, 

And the Combination or Oxygen and Azote; and on the Respi- 
ration of Nitrous Oxide and other Oases. 



VoL XV.r-Zaom«nto of Chomical Fhilosopliy. 

With twelve Platet of Chemical Apparattts. 



Vols. V. 6g VX.— Bakerian XteetnreB. 

And other Papers in Philosophical Transactions, and Journal 
of the RoYAir iNSTiTiKKioi*. Wkh numerous ongravmgs. 



Vols* VXX. Ar VXXX.'-Bloaaonto of Asrieiiltaral Chendstr:r« 

Discourses delivered' iiefore the Royal SociEfr, Miscellaneous 
Lecti^res, and Extracts from Lectures. With many Plates. 



VoL X2L— Salmoiday and Oonsolation in lAraTeL 



%♦ This new and uniform edition of the Writings of Sir Humphry 
Davy embraces the whole of his Works durinfr the space of tlilrty years 
(1799 to 1829), a period memorable in the History uf Chemistry, and made so, 
in no small degree, by his own diACoveries. 
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ILLUSTEATED WOBKS ON NATURAL HISTOBT 

CAPTAIN THOMAS BBOWN. 

IZaliUSTRATZOmi OP TUB REOEHT COHGKOXaOCnr 

orx;at brztaim awd ibsiiAwi^. 

With the Description and Localities of all the Spedes, — Marine, LAxid, 
and Frefh Water. Drawn and Colonred from Nature, by Captiun 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S., M.W.S., M.K.S., Member of the Manchester 
Geological Society. In one vol. royal 4to.y illustrated with fiity-nine 
beantifally colonred Plates, price 639. cloth. 



XIiIiUBTBATIONS OF TRB FOSSIXt OONOHOIKKTr OF 



By Captain Thomas Brown, F. L. S. To be completed in about 
Thirty Nambers, each containing four Plates, x Royal 4to., price Ss. 
coloured, and 2#. plain. Twenty-eight Numbers hare appeared, and the 
work will soon' be completed. 



^^M^^W^^^'WMM^^fc^^****^^^^^ 



ZXaZiUSTBATZOirS OF TUB OEXirBBA OF BIBDB. 

Embracing their Generic Characters, with Sketches of their Habits. 
By Captain Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Now publishing in Numbers, 
royal 4to., each containing four Plates, price 9s. coloured. 
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TXXB EZiBMBBTS OF FOSSZZa COBOHOZiOOirs 

According to the Arrangement of Lamark ; with the newly-establlsbed 
Genera of other Authors. By Captain Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
With twdye Plates, fcap. 8vo., price 5#. cloth.' 



AZiFZZABETZOAZa ZaZST OF THB SKBZaZ.8 OF QUEAT 

BBZTAZN AMD IRBIaABD; 

Embracing the Nomenclature of Lamarck, Gray, Turton, and 
Brown, for the purpose of effecting exchanges and naming collections. 
On a sheet, price Is. 
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Oriental anti ColontaL 



STElTir ZBAXiAND AMD ITS ABORXGIXirBS : 

Beins: an Account of the Aborigines, Trade^ and Resources of the Colony ; 
and the advantages it now presents as a tield for Emigration and tlic 
investment of Capital. By William Brown, lately a member of the 
Legislative Council of New Zealind. Post 8vo., price 8«. cloth. 
" A very inlelligenl and useful book." — Times. 



AN AOGOUNT OF THE SETTZa&M&NTS OF TUB STBlTir 

ZBAZiAND OOMPAHV, 

From Personal Observations during a residence there. By the Hon. 
Henry William: Petre. In demy 8vo., with a Map* and Plates. 
Fifth Edition. Price 3f. cloth. 

''This is a valuable contribution to our sources of information respecting New Zealand, 
and the best proof of the Author's very favourable opinion of the country, is his making 
immediate arrangements to return there as a Colonist." 



^^^>^>^^^i^i^i^#^#*»^#»^»^>^^»^ 



ZEAIiAWS, SOUTH AUSTRAIiXA, AHD 

SOUTH ITCTAIiEa 

A Record of recent Travels in these Colonies, with especial reference to 
Emigration, and the advantageous employment of Labour and Capital. 
By R. (i. Jameson, Esq. Post 8vo., price Ss, cloth, with Maps and 
Plates. 

" Mr. Jameson is an intelligent and unprejudiced observer, and has made good use 
of his faculties." — Spectator, 



SYDNEY AND MEXiBOURNE; 

With Remarks on the Present State and Future Prosx)ects of New South 
Wales, and Praiitical Advice to Emigrants of various classes ; to which is 
added a Summary of the Route home, by India, Egypt, &c. By 
Charles John Baker, Esq. Post 8vo., price Ss, cloth. 
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CAIiXFORXrZA : A HISTORY OF UFFER AND ZaOlXrER 

OAXiZFORNXA, 

From their first Discovery to the present Time ; comprising an Account 
of the Climate, Soil, Natural Productions, Agriculture, Commerce, &c. 
A full view of the Missionary Establishments, and Condition of the 
Free and domesticated Indians. With an Appendix, relatinsr to Steam 
Navigation in the Paciflc> Illustrated with a new Map, Plans of the 
Harbours, and numerous^ EngraTlngs. By Alexander Forbes. Esq. 
8vo., price 14«. cloth. 



20 ^VO&XS VUB&ZBBSB!BY 

A 8KSTCH OF NBXV SOUTH VETAZiSS. 

By J. 0. Balfour, Etq., for Six YeanaBelUer in tbeBathiirst I>istri 
Post 8vo., price 6f. cloth. 

" To einigranls to the quarter of which it treats it must be a valoable guide.*' 

Literary Gajzct, 



SUaOESTZOVS rOR a GSNSBAIi PUkM OF XUkPI] 
GOMBnnVZOATZON BV 8T&AK HAVZOATZOir AJXi 
RAZZilVAYS, 

And Ap])l}ingr It to the Shortening the Time of Communicatioii betwc : 
the Ea!*tern and WcMern HeniLsphercs. By Edwabd McGeachi 
Esq., Crown Surveyor, Jamaica. With 2 maps, 8vo, price 3*. bds. 

CHINA OPENBD; 

Or, a Display of tho Topography, History, Customs, Manners, Arb 
MunufacturcH, Commerce, Literature, Religion, Jurisprudence, &oc,^ v. 
tho C111NE8E Empike. By tlic Rev. Charles Gctzlaff. ReviscL 
by tlie Rev. Andrew Rued, D.D. In 3 vob., post 8vo., price ^4^. 

cloth. ; \ 

<* We oblain from these volumes more inrormation or a practical kind than from ao^ 
other publication ; a closer view of the Domestic life of Ibe Chinese — of tbe pubk 
inslitulions— the manufactures — naloral resources — and literature. The work in fart i« 
full of information, gathered ^ith diligence, and fairly leaves the English reader witboo; 
any excuse for ignorance on the subject." — Atlai, 

"This is by far the most interesting, complete, and valuable account of the Chinese 
Empire that has yet been published." — Sun, 

A HZ8TORV OF THS CHZMBSS SMPZRS, ANCZSHT 

AND MODERN. 

ComprisinfT a Retrospect of the Forcipi Intercourse and Trade with 
China. Illustrated by a new and Corrected Map of the Empire. By tbe 
Rev. Charles Gutzlaff. In 2 vols, demy 8vo. bdfi., price 28f. * 

*< We cordially recommend this exceedin^y interesting acooimt of this veiyinterestins 
coimtry.** — lAindon Review, 

"Mr. Gutzlaff has evidently combined industry with talent in producing this woit, 
which far exceeds in information, research, and apparent veracity, anything we faa>e 
before seen concerning this curious and singular nation." — London News. 

HAND-BOOK POR INDIA AND EGVPT : 

Comprl8fn«; Travels from Calcutta, through India, to the H^'malaya 
Mountains, and a Voyage down the Sutleiro and Indus Rivers ; a Visit to 
the City of Hyderabad, in Scindc ; and u Journey to England by the Red 
Sea and Mediterranean : with Descriptions of the Three Presidencies of 
India ; and the fullest details for parties proceeding to any part of India, 
either by the Overland Route, or by the way of the Cape of Good Hope. 
By Geokor Parrury, Esq.. M.R.A.S. Second Edition, one vol. post 
_ 8to. . with an entirely new M14), price 12#. doth. 

^"^ *«* The press, both of Great Britain and India, have combined in eulogizing tbe 
value of this work, but it may only liere be needful to quote the following remarks from 
the editorial columns of the 5)raYu/an/of the 10th of April, 1843:— "We have elsewhere 
copied from Mr. Parbnry's Hand-Book to India and Egypt, an interesting accoani of tbe ! 
City of Hyderabad. Let us, in acknowledgment of the means afforded to as to inform 
and gratify our readers, say of Mr. Parbury s work, as we may with truth, that it is tbe 
best Toppgraphiqal Guide to the countries to which it refers we have ever seen, a most 
interesting book, independenUy of its topograpbioal uliiity, and an almos) indiipensabie 
1 key to the late transactions in Central Asia." 



. «& 

SMEZTB, BXiDSS AlffO CO., COZtKBZZiXi. 21 



THE MODBRN HZSTORV AND COXVDXTZON OF BaVPT. 

Its Climate, Diseases, and Capabilities ; exhibited in a Personal 
Narrative ofTraTels in that Country, with an Account of the Proceedings 
of Mahommcd Ali Pascha, from 1801 to I84d, interspersed with Illus- 
trations of Scripture History, the Fultilment of Prophecy, and the 
Progress of Civilization in the East. By W. Holt Yatus, M.D., Sec. 
' In two thick volumes, demy 8vo., with numerous Illustrations, price 

d4«. cloth. 

" He fulfils his historic vocation by an ample resume oflhe more prominent incidents 
which have distinguished the fortunes of the Pascha, upon whose policy of general mono- 
poly his strictures are severe enough, anu acquits himself creditably from bis spirited and 
highly colotu>ed sketches of the abundant objects to which he draws attention." — Morning 
Herald. 

THE INVAIiZD'S GUZDB TO MADBXRA. 

With a Description of TencrifTe, Lisbon, Cintra, and Maffa; and a 
Vocabulary of the Portuguese and English Languages. By William 
White Cooper, M.R.C.S., Surgeon to the Hon. Artillery Company. 
In one vol. leap. 8vo., price 4«. cloth gilt. 

"There has recently been published a small work by Mr. Cooper, which maybe con- 
, ' suited with advantage." — Sir James Clark on Climate, 



TTOTSS AXro OBSBRVATZONS OU THE ZONZASV ZSZa AND8 

AND 9! AXiTA 3 

With some Remauks on Constantinople and Turkey ; and on 
the system of Quarantine, as at present conducted. By John 
Davy, M.D., F-R.SS., L. & E., Inspector-General of Army Hos- 
\ pitals, L.R. In 2 vcds. demy 8vo., price 32*. cloth, with a large Map 

' by Arrowsmitb, and illustrated with Plates. 

I 

1 "Dr. Davy's work deserves to be bought as well as perused, so carefully, completely 

\ and expensively has it been got up. We hope thai the consciousness or having discharged 
' such an important duly will not be the only result of his long labour, but that the work 
will pieve as remunerative as it ought to be." — Westn^nrter Review. 
^"^^ There probably is not another work in our language in which so ample and sub- 
stantially useful an account is given of the Ionian Islands as is here to be found. There 
can be little doubt that to these volumes will be assigned an honourable place amongst 
the recognised master- works of the class to which they belong." — Morning Herald. 

THB NATURB AND PROP&RTXB8 OF TKS SUGAR 

CANS 3 

With PFBCtical Direetions for the Improvement of its Culture, and the 
Mannfaotore of it* Products. To which is added an additional Chapter 
on the Mahufacture of Suoar from Bert-root. By GBoitGB 
Richardson Portrr, F»R.S., Corresponding Member of the Institute 
of France. New Edition, demy 8vo., price 12*. cluth, revised through- 
out, with many additions and corrections by the Author, and illustrated 
with Plates. 
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HXSTORZGAXi RECORDS OF THS HON. E. Z. O. FIRST 
MADRAS RUROPBAN R&aZaUinT. 

Containing an Account of the Establishment of Independent Companies 
in 1645, ttieir formation into a Regiment in 1748, and its subsequent 
Servicefl to 1842. By A Stafv Officer. In one vol. demy 8vo.. with I 

iliu&trations, price 18]v. cloth. I 

. — , — _____^ — — — — 9 
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THB ANOXiO-INBIAH AMD GOIiOHIAIi AIiBEAMTACK. 

And CiTiL, MiLiTART, and Commbrcial Dibectobt for 1846. 
lu post 8vo., price 2a, 6d. in omamental wrapper. 

The Home Department of the Almanack comprises — I. Civil and 
Ecclesiastical ; including the Government offices and the India 
House ; together with the forms of procedure, and educational studies, 
requisite fur obtaining Civil Appointments, and all matters connected 
with those appointments, from the commencing salary to the retiring 
allowance. — II. Military and Marine; including infomnatlon of a 
similar kind respecting these services, and the Home Establishment of 
the East India Company. — III. Commercial; containing lists of 
Merchants, Agents, Associations, &c., throughout the United Kingdom ; 
likewise, the trades connected with India and the Colonies ; and Tariff 
of Indian and Colonial produce. 

The East Indian and Colonial Department embraces — 
I. CiYiL. The Government Lists of Bengal, Madras, Bombay, Ceylon, 
Hong Kong, Australia, New Zealand, Mauritius, and the Cape of Good 
Hope ; Lists of Civil Servants and their appointments, and of. Judicial 
Establishments, with a detailed account of the Benefit Funds. — II. 
Military. Staff and Field Officers ; Distribution of the Army, in- 
cluding the Royal troops ; Ecclesiastical Establishment ; and all Benefit 
Funds. — III. Commercial, List of Mercantile Firms, Banks, Insurance 
Companies, Public Institutions, &c., in India and the Colonics ; with the 
respective Tariffs, and Tables of Money, Weights, Measures, &c,, and 
other miscellaneous information. 
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TRB PARSIiT'S OABZHTBT OF AMU8BBKSNT AXm 

IN8TBUOTZON. 

A valuable and instructive Present for the Young. Each volume of this 
useful and instructive little work comprises a variety of information od 
different subjects : — Natural History, Biography, Travels, &c. ; Talc!*, 
original and selected ; and animated Conversations on the objects that 
daily surround young people. The various tales and subjects are 
illustrated with Woodcuts. Each volume is complete in itself, and may 
be purchased separately. In six neatly bound vols., price 3s, 6d, eacii. 

** Every parent at all interested in his children must have felt the difficulty o i providing 
suitable reading for them in their hours of amusement. This little work presents these 
advantages in a considerable degree, as it contains just that description of reading which 
will be beneficial to young children."— Quar/er/y Journal of Education. 



IiXTTIiE STORXBS FROM TUB PABXiOUR PXUXVTXXVG- 



By the Author of "The Parent's Cabinet." Royal 18mo., price 
28, Cd, neatly bound in cloth. 

"A very nice little book for children. The author has evidently been familiar ififilli 
children, and brought himself to understand their feelings. No child's book that we have 
ever seen has been so admirably levelled at their capacities as this admirably written little 
hook:*^Weekly Chronicle. 
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ZirVESTXaATZON; OR, TRAVEZaS IN THE BOUDOIR. 

By Cabolinb A. Halsted, Author of " The Life of Margaret 
Beaufort," &c« &c. Fcap. 8yo., with highly-fiuished Plates, 4«. 6d, 
cloth. 

" This is an elegantly-written and highly instructive work for young people, in which 
a general knowledge of various inleresling topics, connected with every-day life, is pre- 
sented to the youthful mind in an attractive and amusing form." 



^^»^^^^»*»»^^rf»^w»^^^<»^^^ 



TKZ: PROaRBSS OF CRXIATZON, 

Considered with reference to the Present Condition of tub Earth. 
An interesting and useful work for youn^; people. By Mary Roberts, 
Author of <- Annals of My Village,'' &c. &c. In fcap. 8yo., beautifuUy 
illustrated, price 4«. 6d, cloth. 

" We have seldom met with a work, in which instruction and entertainment are 
more happily blended.'* — THtnes, 

" This beautiful volume forms an instructive collection of striking facts, interspersed 
with amiable reflections." — Spectator, * 
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TUB JWBNIZaE MZBC&ZaZaANV OF AMUSEMENT AUD 

INSTRUCTION. 

Illustrated by numerous Plates and Woodcuts. Fcap. 8vo., price 6#. 
neatly bound In cloth. 

** Filled with amusement and instruction as its title indicates." — Court Journal, 



; TRAVEIaS OF MINNA AND GK>DFRE V IN HANV IiANDS. 

{ From the Journals of the Author. — Holland, one vol. feap., with 

' Plates, price Ts, cloth. — ^The Rhine, Nassau, and Baden, with Plates, 

I price Is. cloth. 



liETTERS FROM A MOTHER TO HER DAUOHTER, 

At, or Going to School, Pointing out her Duties towards her 
Maker, her Qoverness, her SchcwlfeUows, and herself. By Mrs. J. A. 
Sargant. Sixth Edition, royal 18mo., price Zs, 6d, handsomely bound 
in cloth. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S SUNDAV COMPANION. 

Being Reflections, in Prose and Verse, on the Collect, Epistle, and 
Gotpel ; and Proper Lessons for each Sunday ; with a view to the 
immediate connexion. By Mrs. J. A. Sargant. In one vol. post 8vo., 
price St. cloth. 

"We cordially recommend this volume as an acceptable present to be made to the 
heads of families, and also an admirable school book to be read on Sunday morning to 
scholars before proceeding to the Tfimole of God." — Church and State Cazetts, 

*'The whole production is eminently Gtled to elevate the tone ot religious feeling, to 
strengthen in the minds not only of the rising generation, but also of the older friends to 
our venerable ecclesiastical ia«litulion, sentiments of Grm and ferven*- attachment to the 
pure faith and reformed worship established in this Protestant country, and for these 
reasons especially we recommend it to the perusal of our readers." — Nbrfolh Chronicle^ 
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t\obks:by the bev. chables b. tayleb, ir.A. 

Author of ** May you Lxkh it," &«. &c. 

I. 

RBCOBIMI OF A OOOD KAV8 IiZTB. 

Seventh Edition, in one vol. small 8vo., price 7#. neatly bound in cloth. 
" We mosl earnestly recominend ibis work to the perusal of all those who desire 
inslruciion blended «iih amusement. A spirit or true piety breathes through every page; 
and « hilst the innocent recreation of the reader is amply eaasullady hto Boiives to virtue 
and morality receive an additional stimulus." — Monthly Review^ 



^ ^ ^m^m^^0*^k^m0^^*^i^0m0^^^ 



II. 

MOHTAOUSi OR, Z8 TBZ8 REIiZGZOV? 

A Page from the Book of the World. New Bdition, in fcap. 
8to., Illustrated, price 6s, eloth, and Of. moroeeo extra. 

" To Christian parents we recommend the work, as admirably adapted to remind 
Ihrm of their important duties, and their awful re^wnsibility ; and to our young readers, 
as affording them much excellent advice and example, and displaying in the most lively 
oolaiirs the high rewards of filial •bediea€a."^C'imlini MwUwr, 



III. 
A VOZiinSB OF SERBSONS 

On the Doctrines and Duties of Christianity. 
demy 12mo., price 5a. bourds. 



Second Edition 



''Well meriting a high rank among the pwus labooit of the minirtrya is this simple 
bat admirable volume ; directed to instruct and improve even the most ignorant ; while it 
reHeets lustre on the Christian motives of its amiable author, it ai the same time does 
honour to his talents."— ZiYerayy Gazette, 
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IV. 
XtSOENDS Am RECORDS, CIIZEFZ.Y KZSTORZCAZ.. 

Contents : — Lucy — Lorenzo; or, a Vision of Conscience — ^Tbe Lady Lisle 
— Fulgentius and" Meta — Anne of Cleves; or, Katharine Howard — 
Georjre the Tldrd— The Lady Russell— Guy on of Marseilles — The Earl 
of Strafford— Donna Francesca— Joan of Kent^The Lady Anne Carr — 
The Son and Heir— Leonora. In post 8vo., beautifully Illustrated^ price 
I0«. Qd, elegantly bound. 

'*A more filling present for Christmas could not well be thought of; Ibe costliness of 
its attire sinks into nothing when compared with the internal elevation of its purpose." 

Moming^ Herald, 



THB CRZZiD OF THE 



V. 
CKURCIZ OF 



Price 2#. neatly half bound. 

** These are truly Christian Parents' Books, and bappy would it be for the rising 
generation if their instructors and tutors would put these admirable works of Kr. Tayier 
into the hands of the young, while their lender minds are yet open to receive tiie good 
impressions which they are also calculated to convey." — Chrittian Monitor, 
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SOCIAIi &VII.S AND THEIR REMSDY, 

A Series of Narratives, The First Number, entitled " Thb Mechanic," 
was pronounced to be *^ One of tlie most useful and interesting publica- 
tions that had Issued from the press." 

The following are the Contents of the different Numbers, price Is. 6d. 
each:— II. "The Lady and the Lady's Maid."— III. "The Pastor of 
Dronfells."— IV. " The Labourer and his Wife."— V. " The Country 
Town." — VI. " Live and Let Live; or, the Manchester Weavers." — 
VII. « The Soldier."— VIII. " The Lcaside Farm." Every two con- 
secutive Numbers form a Volume^ which may be procured, neatly bound, 
price 4#. each. 

" The design of Mr. Tayler is praiseworthy ; his object being to counteract, by a 
series of tales iUusiralive of the power and necessity of religion in the daily and hourly 
concerns of life, * the confusion of error with truth in Miss Vaetimjuu's £ntkr- 
XAiMiKG Storibs.' '^t^-Ckristiou Remembrancer, 



THB REOTORY OF VAXiBHEADs 

Or, The Edifice op a Holy Home. By the Rev. Robert Wilson 
Evans, B.D., Vicar of Hevershani. Twelfth Edition, with an illustrative 
Plate, price (Sfc neatly bound in doth; or 9f. degantly bound in 
moroooo. 

** Universally and cordiafly do we recommend this delightful volume. We believe no 
person could read this work and not be the better for its pious and touching lessons. It 
is a page taken from the book of life, and rioquent with alt the instruction of an excellent 
pattern : it is a commentary on the aifecliooaie warning, * Remember thy Creator in the 
days of thy youth/ We have not for some lime seen a work we could so deservedly 
praise, or so conscientiously recommend." — Literary Gazette. 



THS IiIFS-BOOK OF A XiABOURBR. 

Practical Lessons for Instruction and Guidance. By A 
Working Clergyman, Author of the" Bishop's Daughter," &c. &c. 
In one toL 8?o., price Is. neatly bound. 

'*We never in alt our experience met with a more interesting work, and one 
breathing more folly and firmly the very essence of Christian philanthropy and national 
patriotism, and that too in the most simple and unambilious language, as if the writer 
were not aware of his power of influencing all the better feelings of the human heart."-— 
Literary Chronicle. 

" This volume reminds us forcibly of that most delightful of all biographies, ' The 
Doctor,' to which indeed it is little if at all inferior." — Britannia, 

"It is the pious offering of one who may be deemed a proper follower hi the footsteps 
of th*at good man, Legh Bid^ond." — AtgMM. 
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THB RSI.ZOZOUS HISTORY OF MAN ; 

In which Reuoion and Superstition are traced from their source. 
By D. MoRisoN. The Second Edition, enlarged, fcap. 8vo. price Of. cloth. 

"The inlenlion of this book is not less admirable than the manner in which it is 
written. It is most instmctive, and the lone of its oonients is in the highest degree pious, 
without Ibe least tinge of puritanism. The information it gives on the most difficult points 
of biblical reading render it a valuable book to all who desire true knowledge."— ^^e. 

" Curious, industrious, and learned, and well worthy the altentioB of the public."—- 
Literary Gazette. * 

**Tbe plan of this book was both extenshre and hnportant — embraeing an inquiry into 
the n<f(ore of Revelation, and its influence on the opinions and casloms of mankind ;" 
* * * " the writer uses i5cn>/ttre as an interpreter," and "sticks to the literal text of the 
six days." — Speeta/or. 
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FAMZXiY 

A Form of Domestic Devotion for every Sabbath in the Tear: oontaininsr 
the Collect of the Day ; a Portion of Scripture ; an Original Prajer or 
Sermon ; and the Benediction. Second Edition. One vol. 8vo., price 
7s. QdL half bound in cloth. 
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MORTAL IiZFBj AMD TKE 8TATB OF TBS 80UI> 

AFTSmOBATHi 

Conformable to Diynrs Revelation. Bj Alexan deb Cop- 
land, Eiq.f Author of '*The Existenee of Other Worlds/' ^cc. In one 
thick vol. 8vo., price Ihs. bound. 

" Tbe woric will tfford in perusal, to all sorrowing relations, the oonsolaCion and divfr- 
sion of mind of the most congenial kind. It neither leads the thoughts to dweU painfoIlT 
on one idea — that of loss — nor does it altogether withdraw the mind from ils ooatempbh 
tion : an effort still more painful. The study of a work like this, on the contrary, while it 
gradually weans grief from its melancholy occupation, supplies it with the sweetest and 
most cheerful of all halm— the happy certainty of re-union, not after the lapse of vast ages 
of time, hut of the instant terpi of mortal existence." — Tkeotogical Review. 



Comprising— The XJreation— The Chbistian Scheme -^The Inner 
Sense. By the Rev. William Hill Tucker, M.A., Fellow of King's 
Colle{;e, Camhridge. In one thick voL demy dvo., price 10s. 6d. neatly 
bound In cloth. 

''Iliis is not a work for ordinary readers. The author thinks for himself; and so 
writes that bis readers must think too, or they will not be able to understand bim. — ^To 
the sacred volume, as a revelation from God, he pays uniform and entire deference — and 
the thoughtful and prayerful reader wiU soon find that he has not the thinkings of a com- 
monplace mind before hm"—Metkodut Magazine. 

A HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. 

In a CoarM of Lectures. By the Rev. Chables Mackenzib, A.M., 
Vicar of St. Helen's, Bishopsgate, and Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's 
Grvnmar School, St. Olave's, Southwark. In one vol. post Svo., price 
Ss, Qd, neatly bound in cloth. 

*' Although the author is able and earnest, he is not bigoted or intolerant." — Literary 
Gazette. 

" It is but an octavo, yet within its conveniently compendious pages it contains a re- 
view carefully taken of the progress of the Church of Christ, through all the perils of 
persecution, dissent, and heresy, by which it has been tried as in a furnace, ap to ils 
confirmed establishment in this country at the epoch of 1688." — Herald, 

THE CHURCH AND DISSENT. 

Considered in their Practical Influence on Individuals, Society/ the 
Nation, and Religion. By Edward Obler, Esq. In fcap. Svo., price 
6f. bound. 

** It would be impossible to find, in the whole range of our literature, a work bo admi- 
rably suited to the present times as this invaluable little volume. The searching lest to 
which the respective systems have been submitted is so complete and convincing, that the 
work ought to be studied by every Dissenter and Churchman in the Kingdom, particulariy 
at the present religious crisis." — Christian Review. 



CHURCH AlVD KINO : 

Comprising — I. The Church and Dissent, considered in their 
Practical Influence; showing the Connexion of Constitutional 
Monarchy with the Church, and the identity of the Voluntary Principle 
with Democracy. — II. The Church Established on the Bible; 
or, the Doctrines and Discipline of the Church shown in the Order 
and Connexion of the Yearly Services appointed from the Scrip- 
tures. — III. The Catechism Explained and Illustrated. In 
Connexion with these appointed Services. — lY. Psalms and Hymns 
ON the Services and Rites of the Church. By Edward 
Osler, Esq. In one vol. royal 8vo., price 4«. cloth boards. 
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THS AUTOBZOGRAPRY OF A DZSSSITTZNO MZNZSTER. 

The Sixth Edition. Price 4f. 

" Our own observation has shown us the truth of the statement put forth in this well- 
written exposure of the tyranny to which the greater portion of Dissenting Ministers are 
compelled to submit, and the evils which the destruction of the Established Church would 
bring upon religion." — Court Journal, 

" We warmly recommend this most excellent work to public notieb." — British Mag, 

" This volume is one which strikes us as being likely to make a considerable stir in the 
religious, hig^-church, and dissenting world." — Literary Gazette, 

** Their mode of education at the Dissenting Colleges^ as they are pompously styled, 
is admirably shown up." — Edinburgh Evening Post. 



THE ZBBAZi OF THE BNOZ1Z8H CKURCR. 

A Sketch. By the Rev. R. MoNTaoMERY, M.A., Author of *^ Luther," 
The Gospel before the Age/' &c. &c. 8vo.y price "U, Qd. sewed. 
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CAPZTAIi PUNZBRBKEITTS UNSANCTZONSD BY TZZE 



And Unnecessary in a Christian State. A Letter to the Rev. 
Sir John Paqe Wood, Bart., B.C.L. By the Rev Henry 
Christmas, M.A., F.R.S., F.S.A., late of St. John's College. 8vo., 
price Is. stitched. 
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Or, Student's Guide to Reasoning and Composition. Ex- 
hibiting an Analytical View of the English Language, of the Hunum 
Mind, and of the Principles of fine Writing. By William Banks, 
Private Teacher of Compoaltion, Intellectual Philosophy, &c. Second 
Edition, post 8vo., price 10«. 6d, boardF. 
"We have examined with care and pleasure this valuable treatise of Mr. Banks^ and 

strenuously recommend the volume as one of all others most fit to put into the hands of 

every English student." — Weekly Review, 
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A NBlXr SP6IiIiJCNO.BOOK OF THE ENOIiZSR 



Containing all the Monosyllables; a copious Selection of Polysyllables, 
carefully arranged and accented ; Proj^rcssive Lessons, chiefly from the 
Holy Scriptures; a List of Words of various Meanings; a short Bible 
Catechism ; Questions on Scripture History ; and Schcnd Prayers. By 
J. S. Moore, Master of the Brewers' Company's School. 12mo., 
price \8, 6d, bound. 

ARXTRMETZC UVVEZIiED|: 

Being a Series of Tables and Rules, whereby most of the calculations in 
business may be either mentally performed, or so abridged as to save 
half the time usually employed. To which are annexed a Multiplication 
Table extending to 200 times 200, and Tables of Interest on an improved 
plan. The whole adapted to the use of both the first merchant and the 
most humble trader. By James McDowall, Accountant. In demy 
12mo., price 6f. bound in cloth. 
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THE aSLAMMABlAWi I 

Or, Tub English Writer and Speaker's Asristakt : comprising 
Shall and Will maile ea«y to PorelermTs, with instances of their 
Miaiue on the Part of the NatlTCS of England. Also Scotticisms. 
designed to correct Improprfetie» of Speech and Writing. By James 
Beattie, LL.D. 24mo.y price 2«. doth boards. 

A 8V8TSM OF A&ZTIZBKBTZOf 

With the Prt NCI plea of Logarithms. Compiled for Merchant 
Taylors' School. By Richard Frederick Clarke, Teacher. Tliird 
Edition, demy 12mo., price 3#. bound. 

" The great object allained in ibis excellent work is a most jadicions abridgment of 
(he labour oi leaching and leamiof every branob of ArMNDCtic, by rendering Ibe Rides 
and Explanalions so very simple and intelligible, that the study becomes a ple^ore, 
instead of a taali, to Ihn youibfttl popil.*' 
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RRYKfiS AHD RSOOXiX.BCTZONS OF A KAN]>.Z.OOM 



By William Thom, of Invernry, Aberdeenshire. The Sneo&d Edition, 
with Additions. In post 8vo.y price 6f. with a Portrait. 

" An' syne whan nichts grew cauld and lang 
Ae while he sicht^ae while be sang."— OsbT BaUad, 

" The Rbymet are lo be read wilb inieretl, and not wfitbeal admlralioD." 

" Let every good man and woman think of the author ; from this book be looks for 
some consolation,, and we trust il will bring him still more effectual jHroieclion from other 
sources.'* — Literary Qasette, 

TBB COTTA&'S SUBRDAY, AHD OTHBR POBM8, 

Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect. By Petsr Still. In fenp. 8ro., 
price 3«. cloth. 
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THS tfAIJlOB OF FANTABYi OR, THB BAJBUyS 

ZMAOBRY. 

With other Poems. By J. S. Hardt, Author of <* Hours of 
Thought; or, Poetic Musingg." In fcap. 8vo., price 9i. Gd» cloth. 

''There is much of the pure gold of poetry in tbis handsome IHtle vohmie." — 
Macclesfield Chronicle. 

*' The principal poem in this little volume, written in the Spenserian Stanza and dic- 
tion, contains many pleasing passages. . . . Much talent is evinced by the author." 
— Oaford Herald, 

**This poem contains many passages which one would read again after the first 
perusal — a remark which cannot be made of nveb of the poetry wtitab if pnbNfbed. 
Some of the miscellaneous poems are very sweet, reminding one of Cowper's smaller 
poems." — Herts County Press, 

** The * Palace of Famasy ' is of a higher character (ban the generality of poems : the 
spirit of poetry is pereeptii)le tbrougboui, and the work has a healthy tone and purpose." 
— Cheltenham JeummL 

** This little vobime is one of considerable merit. The principal poem contains many 
beautiful passages, original and striking, which cannot fall to p]e9a»."^Plyfnouik Herald. 

** Mr. Hardy has produced a poem which, had il appeared during the last century, 
would have secured for him a sure place among the Briiish Poets." — Derbyshire CAran% 
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A MSTRZOAIi ^rSSRSZOZt OF TKB SOVO OF 80X.0M0N, 

And other Poems. By A Late Graduate of Oxford. In 
fcap. 8vo.2 price 4<. Qd, cloth. 

KZXVa RSNS'S SAUGHTSR. 

A Lyrical Drama. From the Danbh of Hbnrik Hhrtz. By Jane 
Francis Chapmav, Translator of *< Waldemar/' and ** Kia; Eiic and 
the Outlaw." In fcap. 8vo., prica St. 6d. cloth. 
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Z.AVS OF THB 8SA, AMm OTBJ8R FOBMS. 

By Personne. In fcap. 8vo., price Ob. cloth* 
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ZSIiAFORD, AUTO OTKBB FOSMS. 

A Book for Winter Bvanlnji^ and Summer Afoods. By Oborob 
Murray. In foap* 8vo.y price 48, doth. 

ORZSBIiDA: 

A Dramatic Poem. Tranalated from the German of Frederick Halm. 
By Q. £. D. Royal 18mo., price 4#. cloth gilt 

« An elegant translation of an elegant German poem."— ^/A«ik9iMi«. 

" In conclusion we would strongly recommend ' Griselda ' to our readers ; assuring 
them thai, in our opinion, they will not easily meet with anything so deserving of popu- 
larity, either from the purity of the style, Iha i^kn^ti of the tlory, Q» 8de)ily o^ the 
translation, the easy flow of the rhyme, or the elegance of the languagc^-^Forct^ etnd 
Colonial Quarterly Review, 
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THB QOIiUMBZAD: 

Comprishig Geographical Sketches, and a Narrative of Nautical Adven- 
tures in the Eaatem Seaa, including the perils of a storm, and provi- 
dential escape from shipwreck: with Meditations on a Future State. 
By Archibald Tuckbr Ritchie, Esq. In demy 8vo., price lOf. 
handsomely lx>und in cloth. 

** Under this titla the author has given a poetical naifstive of his vaysRe hi the 
Indian Ocean, somewhat to Iha sumner of ' Falcooer^s Shipwrochu' .... The most 
remarkable passage is that where he announces a new attempt to evplila the phenomena 
of Geology in connexion with the ffarst chapter of Genesis. . . . Wa would recommead 
the perusal of (his |M>cm, which contains some pretty passages both to inlarest and 
instruct the reader." — Edinburgh Weekly Jowmal, 

** This is an interesting poem. .... In so far as it is descriptive, it is a painting 
from Nature, and a narrative of real life. The author can say, * All which 1 saw, and 
part of which 1 was.' If to landsmen the poem is interesting, it must be pecnKarly so to 
those * whose march i& on the deep.' .... The author is avideBtly a passoa of right 

principles, of a kind and pious heart* and of a generous aud polished mind He 

has a higher ot^ect than m^ely giving pleasure ; he seeks lo hcoefit bis readers." 

Sct^ti^h Guardian, 

lULYB IN TBB BAST: 

A Poem in Two Cantos. Descriptive of Scenery in India, the Departure 
from Honte, the Voyage and subsequent Career of an Officer io the East 
India Company's Army. By Jambs Hbnry Bvjuce, Bsq., of Marble 
Hill. Lieutenant Bombay Engineers, Member of the Bombay Branch of 
Royal Asiatic Society. In demy dvo., price Of. bound. 

** The Stanzas of Mr. Burke bespeak at once high feeling, a vigorous cultivated ui- 
tcMigenoe, and a delicate poetic taste."— Afomnif Herald, 
**The execution is even, finished* and good."^IPcei/y Chnmitl^ 
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By Edward Jekninoham Wakefield, Esq. Lithographed from 
Original Drawin^rs taken on the «pot, by Mrs. Wickstbed. Miss Kixg, 
Mrs. Fox, Mr. John Saxton, Mr. Charles Ubaphy. Mr. S. C 
Brees, and Captain W. Mein Smith, R. N. One volume folin, with 
fifteen Plates, including Views of Port Nicliolson, Wellington, Nelson, 
Pqtre, New Plymouth, and other Settlements ; with Portraits of Xative 
Chieftt, and their Dwellings; and Drawings of Trees and Plants. 
Price 3/. 3s, plain ; AL 14f. Qd, coloured. 
** Drawn with great skill, and exceedingly well lithographed ; their great value con- 
sists in their giving correct representations of the scienes and objects they depict." — ^ilas. 
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A OSNERAI. VXElXr OF TRS FALIiS OF SRAOARA. 

Etched in the best manner, on Copper. By F. C. Lewis, .Esq., 
Engraver to the Queen. From a Drtiwing made on the spot, by Captain 
James Graham, of H. M. 70th Regiment. On an extended scale of 
forty-three by nineteen inches. Price, India Proofs, 22. !29. ; Plain 
Prints, 15«. ; beantifully coloured as Drawings, 21#. 

The view embraces the two Falls, including Goat Island and the country on both 
banks of (he river ; and presents a faithful and complete picture of this majestic scene. 
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THB ORZBlTTAIi FORTFOIiZO: 

A Series of splendid Illustrations of the Scenery, Antiquities, Architec- 
ture, Manners, Co6ttime9. &c. of the East. From origrinal Sketches in the 
collections of Lord William Bentinck. K.C.B., Captain R. M. GriDcllay, 
Lady Wilntot Horton, Sir Henry Willock. K.L.S., Thomas Bacon, Esq., 
James Baillie Fraser. Eoq., and other travellers. The Literary Depart- 
ment of the Work by Horace H. Wilson, Esq., M.A.j F.R.S., &c. &c. 
The series is now completed, comprising eleven beautifully finished 
Plates, tinted in imitation of Drawings. Price 22. 2«. elegantly bound 
in large folio. 

The object of this undertaking is to supply what has long been felt to be a desidera- 
tum ; namely, Graphic Illustrations of the Scenery, Antiquities, Architecture, Manners, 
Costumes, die. of the East, which, as the theatre of so many brilliant military achieve- 
ments, and such extensive commercial enterprise, is daily increasing in interest with the 
British public. The Drawings for the work are made by the first Artists in the Kingdom, 
from the Original Sketches taken on the spot. 



THE BYRON OALIaSRY : 

A Series of thirty-six Historical Embellishments, Illustrating the Poetical 
Works of Lord Btron ; beautifully engraved from Original Drawings 
and Paintings by Sir Thomasi Lawn*nce, P.R.A., H. Howard. R.A., 
A. £. Chalon, R.A., J. Stothard, R.A., R. Westall, R.A., and other 
eminent Artists : adapted, by their size and excellence, to bind up with 
and embellish every edition published in England of Lord Byron's 
Works, and also the varions sizes and editions published in Prance, 
Germany, and America. Price 21 « elegantly bound, forming a splendid 
ornament for the drawing-room table. 

" Adequately to describe the delicate beauty tX. these splendid plates does not appear to 
lie within the power of language. - There is not an admirer of the works of the departed 
noble poet who can feel.satisfied that he has a perfect edition of them, unless the 'Byron 
Gallery ' be attached to it. There is no instance in which excellence in poetry and the 
arts are so admirably combined.** — Imperial Afa^azine, 
« : — . in 
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STANFZBIiiyS COAST SCENBRY: 

A Series of Picturesque Views In the British Channel and on the Coast of 
France. From Original Drawings, talcen expressly for the work, by 
Clarkson Stanpield, Esq., R.A. Second edition. Forty plates 
engraved in line, in the moAt Hiiishod style, with descriptive letterpress. 
One volume 8vo.^ handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges. Price 2ls, 



Designed by E. T. Parkis, finely engraved in Une by F. Bacon. 
Proofs I6s., prints lOf . 

TUB SMVOOIiBR'S BSCAPE. Painted by H. W. Haryet. 
Engraved by C. Rosenberg. Plain 5«., coloured 10^. 6d, 

A Marine pictare, representing the chase of a smuggling lugger by a Frigate, taken 
from a scene in Mr. James's Novel ** The Smuggler.'* 

VIEW OF MBXiBOITBHE, FORT FRTIiZF. Painted by W. F. 
Ltardbt. Kngi*aved by J. W. Lowry. With Index-plate, price 10«.6J. 
In Ibis View every public and private building of importance is represented with 
minute accuracy, and referred to by name in the Index-plale ; the foreground being 
animated by characteristic groups of natives, &c. The plate is published under the 
auspices of the Superintendent and principal residents of Melbourne. 

VZEVITS ZN CAIiCUTTA By James B. Fraber, Esq. Engraved in 
. Aquatint, and beautilully coloured from nature. Price 10«. 6d, 

These Views embrace the principal edifices of Calcutta, and represent the streets, 
squares, promenades, and suburbs of this splendid city, filled with the motley groups of 
Europeans and Natives; the river and shipping being also shown under atmospheric 
effects characteristic of the climate and country. 

VTEVfrS OF 8BTTI.EBKENTS ZN NEIV ZEAZJUTD :— 

VIEW OF WELLINGTON, NEW ZEALAND. Plain 3*., coloured 6*. 

VIEW OF LAMBIOy HARBOUR, NEW ZEALAND. Plain 3*., 

coloured tVf. 
VIEW OF NEW PLYMOUTH, NEW ZEALAND. Plain 3*., 

coloured 5#. 
VIEW OF MOUNT EGMONT, NEW ZEALAND. Plain 3*., 
coloured 5g, 
These Views are faithful representations of the features of those parts of the coast 
of New Zealand selected as sites of the Company's principal settlements. They were 
taken by Mr. Charles Heaphy, Draughtsman to the New Zealand Company, and exhibit 
the appearance of the country under the influence of colonization; showing the first 
habitations of the settlers, and the dawnings of commerce and civilization on a savage 
stale. They are executed in tinted Lithography by Mr. Allom. 

VZE1V8 OF Alili TZZB FRZNCZFAZi TOWVa ZN SCOT- 
ZJiZffD. Each, coloured, Is, 6d. 
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PORTRAZTS OF BMZBBBT 

Portraits of the following eminent 
engraved in line from Original Drawings, 
tion, may be had at Is, each, prints; and 

Thomas Carltlb, E^. \ 

Charles Dickens, Esq. 
WiLLiAic Wordsworth, Esq. 
Alfred Tbnntson, Esq. 
BoBBRT Bkownino, Esq. 
Miss Harriet Martimeau. 



AND ACTRBS8E8. 

Authors and Actresses, 
of a size suitable for Illustra- 
^2s, 6d. each, India proofs. 

Miss O'Neil. 
Miss Brdnton. 
Miss Foote. 
Madame Vestris. 
Miss Ellen Tkee. 
Miss Helen Faucit. 
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ILLV8TRATZON8 OF FRZBBDSRZF'S OFFEBZNG. 

A few Proof Impressions of the varied and beautiful designs iOostrative of the several 
volumes of this elegant Annual, parlicubrly suited for ornamenting Albums and Scrap- 
books, may be had separately. 

Pricey India prcoft, 8«. <kf. each ; plain prints 1#. each. 
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MAPS ANI> CHARTS :— 

A NEW MAP OF THE PUNJAUB. Coloured U. ; in case la. Grf. 
ARROWSMITH'S MAP OF AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND. 

In sheets, coloured. Is. 6d, ; in case, coloured, 2s. 6(L 
ARKOWSMITH'S MAP OF NEW ZEALAND. In sheets, coloured, 

1«. 6<t ; in c»^, coloured, 2«. 6d. 
CHART OF COOK S STRAITS, NEW ZEALAND. By Charlbs 

Heapht, Esq. Price 8«. 
• HEIGHTS OF ALL THE MOUNTAINS IN THE WORLD. 

Plain \s,y colonred 2s. 
PARBURY'S MAP OP OVERLAND ROUTE TO INDIA. In 

case S«., in sheets, 69. 

BOOKS FOR THE USB OF THS BZiXNB. 

Printed with a very distinct Raised Roman Letter, adapted to their Tonch. 
The Holy Biblb, in 15 toIs. 4to. bound. Any volnine 

separately :— £ 9. d. 

Vol. 1. Genesis 9 

— 2. Exodus and LeTil^cus . . . . . 13 

— 9. Numbers 9 

<— 4. Deiiterononr>y 076 

— d. Joshua, Judges, and Ruth • . . . 10 

-— 6. Samuel 11 

-^ 7. Kings 11 

--. 8. Chionidcs 11 

— 9. Job, Ezra, and Nehemiah . • . .090 

— 10. Psalins . 13 

— 11. Proverbs, Eccleaiastsfl, Song cif Solomon and 
Esther 8 6 

— . 12. Isaiah . . .• . . . . 10 6 

— 13. Jeremiah and Lanrantations . . ..0110 

— 14. Bzekiel 10 

I — 15. Daniel, to the end . . . . . . 11 

The Nkw Testament, complete, 4 vols, bound . • .2-00 
The Four Gospels, separately : — 

Matthew . 056 

Mark 040 

Luke 5 6 

Joiin . . . . . . . ..046 

The Acts of the Apostles 5 6 

The Epistles to tlic Ephesians and Gaktians . ..030 
- Tile Church of England Catechism . . . .010 

Church of Scotland Shorter Catechism . . ..026 
Selections Crom Emluent. Aothors • • . .016 

Selections of Sacred Poetry, with Tones . . ..020 
Arithmetical Boards . . . . . . . 6 10 6 

Map of England and Wales 2 

Ruth and James » .026 

Repovt and Statement of Edaca^n 2 

Sp«cimens of Printing Type 2 6 

First and Second Book of Lessons 2 

ASetectioBof^sop'sFable.%withWoadcu«s . ..020 
Lessons on N^itural Religion . . . . .016 

The I^alms and Paraphrases, 2 vaIs. . . ..0160 

The Morning and Evening Serviees . . . .026 

Tbe^QisteHty of the Bible S 

Musical Gatechwm, with Tunes 3 6 

English Grammar • ..050 

Tod's Lectures, toIs. 1 and 2, each . • . ' .026 
Description of London, by Chambers . • ..030 
Mediialions on the Sacrament 4 

Printed by Stxwa&t and MoRBAr, Old Bailey. 



T THE CALCUTTA REVIEW. 

I (PUBLISHED QUARTERLY, AND RECEIVED REGULARLY BY 

THE OVERLAND MAIL.) 

No8, I. to X,, Price 6s. each. 

Containing, among other valuable papers, articles on the following 
subjects:— in Biookapht, Lord Teignmouth, Lord William Ben tinck. 
Sir W. H. Macnaghten, Sir Philip Francis, Rammohun Roy, &c. ; in 
Contemporary History, the War in China, the Ameers of Sindh, 
the Recent History of the Punjab, the Administration of Lord Ellen- 
borough, the Kingdom of Oude, the Recent Operations in the Eolapore 
country, &c. ; in Philology, Sanskrit Literature, the Urdu Language 
and Literature, &c. ; in Eastern Ethnooeaphy, the Kulin Brahmins, 
the Khonds, the Sikhs, &c. ; in Social History, Manners and 
Customs, &c., the English in India, Society Past and Present, the 
Social Morality of the English in India, Romance and Reality of 
Indian Life, Englishwomen in Hindustan, Married Life in India, &c.; 
in Education, Addiscombe, Haileybury, the College of Fort William, 
Indigenous Education in Bengal and Behar, Early Educational efforts 
of Government, &c.; in Topography, Statistics, &c., the Punjab 
Kashmir, the Himalayas, Rohilcund, the Cape of Good Hope, the 
Right and Left Banks of the River Hooghly, &c. ; in Science, the 
Algebra of the Hindus, the Astronomy of the Hindus, the Great 
Trigonometrical Survey, Indian Railways, &c.; in Missionary 
History, Economy, &c., the Earliest Protestant Mission, the Jesuits 
in India, Literaiy Fruits of Missionary Labours, Missionary efforts of 
Indian Chaplains, the Mahomedan Controversy, &c. ; with a large 
number of articles relating to various other Oriental subjects. 

These articles, written by gentlemen long resident in India, connected 
with the Civil and Military services, the Missionary establishments, the 
Bar, the Church, Commerce, the Press, &c., contain, in a condensed 
form, an immense mass of information relating to the subjects of which 
they treat — ^information which has hitherto been scattered over an 
extensive surface, and therefore, beyond the reach of the majority of 
readers, whilst, at the same time, a large body of original intelligence 
of the most authentic character has been added to these various 
compendia of existing information. The Review, which is the organ 
of no party, and no sect, and supported by men of all shades of opinion, 
aims at the collection and production in a popular form of all that is 
important in the history, the politics, the topography, the statistics, the 
philology, the manners and customs, the political and domestic economy, 
&c. &c», of the countries and people of the East. The form of publica- 
tion, and the general design, is similar to that of the leading European 
reviews, excepting that it is in no wise a party publication, and is 
devoted exclusively to Oriental subjects. 
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